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THE PREDICTION. 



LETTER VII. 

^atheren, Countess of Blessingbam, to Beatrice 

Mornin^on.] 

Blessingham Castle. 

<^ Should Lady Blessingham, then, seek her 
father's sister, justly appreciating the exalted 
worth, firmly crediting the perfect rectitude of 
that exemplary woman, she shall not be disap- 
pointed, her aunt will in such circumstance meet 
her, else, with my concurrence, never !" 

And Sir Charles Egerton could express, and 
Beatrice could repeat such revolting doubt ! both 
may be satisfied sister, that Katheren, self-con- 
victed of moral turpitude, will never put affection 
to the proof, will never seek to win from the 
yielding heart; what the firmer judgment would 
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fain refuse. Katheren, fickle or wortbleis, will 
never compel the exertion of one guardian's au- 
thority, to sever her from the other. Tears burst 
forth as I write ; are reason and vision equally 
clouded ? — am I indignant or unjust ? I will still 
the tumult of irritation, refrain even from eBqniry, 
nor seek from you a solution of the causes which 
could suggest such debasing suspicion. Yet four 
years of endurance is a severe test for an impatient 
spirit ; no matter ; then will be my triumph, then, 
when, unchanged, I fondly clasp our dear pro- 
tectress, my steady eye will meet unshrinking, 
even the inquisition of Sir Charles Egerton. An 
awful probation he terms it — four years — ^were it 
twenty, he would find me constant to that feeling 
of undivided gratitude which has governed me 
from childhood! Beatrice, you are right; the 
absent are always tenacious and suspicious; j 
would not lose one little scruple in your estima- 
tion. My cousin Edward f his guardian ! can 
they love you more fondly than that Katheren 
whose firmness is so freely doubted ? think you 
sister, that as yet she is untried ? 

I will recount the particulars of my visit to our 
birthplace, Momington Hall, now, as you know, 
the residence of our relative, Sir William Mor- 
nington. This man was foremost amongst those 
who thronged to welcome the Earl and compli- 
ment his bride; he is an obsequious, canning. 
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contemptible person, who hopes to win by cring- 
ing, that consideration which might, else, be de- 
nied to a figure paltry and diminutive. The little 
vnlgar head peeps from between contracted shoul- 
ders, the eyes turn searchingly in all directions, 
yet,, fixed by slavish deference, he dares not con- 
front the object he secretly scrutinizes; his voice 
is low and whining, and he treads the very earth 
as if fearful of oflGending it. In this sketch you 
will perceive the complete contrast to my husband, 
yel the contemptible creature is a favourite with 
Momington ! Thus can cunning subjugate even 
noble minds! Lord Blessingham would frown 
into silence the sycophant who might dare to 
make him, in his own person, the object of flat- 
tery, but he is not proof against the gratification 
of filial affection, and his fine countenance kindles 
with pride when the Countess Dowager becomes 
the theme of Sir William Momington. I some- 
times fancy that love for her, is my husband's do- 
minant passion; you will deride the suspicion 
Beatrice ; we shall see. 

Anxiety to behold my birthplace conquered my 
aversion to its possessor ; Sir William had fawn- 
iRgly entreated I would inspect the condition of 
some family portraits which belong to us, but 
which my aunt, at the death of my father, re- 
quested might remain at the Hall until the heir- 
of Sir Philip Momington should claim them. 

B 2 



4 THE PREDICTION. 

In compliance with the wishes of Lord Blessing* 
bam, I consented to make a short sojourn there, 
and yesterday, with palpitating heart, arrived at 
the home of our infancy. 

Sir William received us in the library ; I bad 
been told it was my father's favourite apartment ; 
my examiniition was earnest and sorrowful. <'. Do 
not prolong this painful surrey, dear Katberen,'' 
said my husband. Our alert host instantly flung 
back a folding door, which opened into a spacious 
gallery, the walk of which were bung, with por- 
traits of the Momin^on family. — I hesitated — I 
had hoped to have examined these loved effigies 
alone ; were my feelings to be exposed before such 
an observer ? But Lord Blessingham had already 
advanced into the gallery ; I followed irresolutely, 
until attracted by the portrait of a lady, whose 
resemblance to you bespoke its original ; I re- 
strained my tears, and turned from it, un- 
willing that our prying relative should bdiold 
emotion too sacred to be indulged in bis presence; 
but he seemed determined to prove my fortitude. 
^^ And this," he cried, with that provoking and 
impertinent freedom wliich no coldness can check, 
^< this is your ladyship's father, Sir Philip Mor- 
nington." 

In solitude I could have knelt before the loved 
resemblance, but irritated at the man's pertinacious 
attendance, I hastily passed the portrait, with an 
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atr of ^road lodiiFerence^ and walked quickly from 
my persecutor to the fkrth^ end of the gallery, 
> Tdter«'hnng a pain€hig sh^ed hy a curtained dra-. 
pery» My tormentor was instantly at my side. — 
"That," he excIaimed,^ triumphantly, " is a chef- 
rfVjwetTTc, but tmparalleled beauty was the artist's 
itispiratton ;" I should have said unparalleled till 
yoti app^^d, Liady Biessingham ; my lord knoi?^,*' 
he continue, with a le^ef by which the corners of 
his hid€K)Os mouth were elongated almost to his 
ears, ^ itiyl^rd knows I cannot restrain myself on 
a certain subject; he has to thaiik me for rescu- 
ing tHis masterpiece from obscurity; your mother, 
wh^n 6he first came into Devonshire with her 
twin sister; the dowager Lady Blessingham, had 
this portrait e?^ecuted, and assigned it, justly, this 
cdnspiccioVis position, but after her dekth, it was 
displaced for that." He pointed to a reversed 
frame which stood in a corner, ** I," he conti- 
nued, with an air ludicrously consequential, " I 
soon reestablished right, and deposed the usurper." 
A question rose to my lips-^how had he pre- 
sumed to alter arrangements that must have been 
•made by my father? but I remembered that he, 
•now, was master here, and checked my irritation; 
not deigning, however, to seek from him the gra- 
tifieation of a curiosity which he would have 
piqued himself on having excited, with apparent 
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inattention to my babbling cicerone, I addressed 
Lord Blessingham, who was standing, with folded 
arms, attentively surveying my mother's portrait. 
Sir William, mean-time, exerted his clumsy^ offi- 
ciousness to remove the drapery, dilating most 
eloquently on the wonder it concealed, bat which 
I had predetermined should elidt, frcMtt me, no 
mark of admiration. ** Now Lady Bleseingham," 
he cried, in a tone of exultation. One glance 
Was sufficient to arrest attention, to fix: flie to the 
spot, every other faculty, mental or physical, was 
aHsorbed in that of sight. — ^Beatrice, I bdbeld the 
exact resemblance of ibyself ! Sir William shouted 
and snapped his fingers with vulgar glee, <^ Venus 
enthralled by her own image!" he exclaimed, 
^^ wonderful ! wonderful ! never was likeness 
more perfect !" His noisy vociferaticm attoacted 
Lord Blessingham ; he approached us. ' 

^ Three-And-twenty years have altei^' my 
mother's features," said he, <^ and yet their maiMi- 
less sjnnmetry is scarcely injured; but her re- 
aemblande to my wife, at present, is not so 
striking. 

IBs mother ^-Msireumstances, seenes of ^'per- 
plexity, of horror, rushed to memory; the' as- 
sociation was too frightful ; Bg$in I gaxed at each 
lineament, hoping to discover so^e shade of 
#itiiiction« 



THE PHEDICTION. 






Tbe figure/' . observed Lord . Blessiugham, 
^t^^teyp followed, the direction of mine^ ^^is 
oertoioly disdmilmrv" 

/'' Sight," rq$pQiided his obsequious friend, 

.^f:Coa9tQP$ Beatrice is above the ordinary height 

i4>f iprQfnun,: bulb her ladyship may yet attain the 

^mekiipipasiug, statare*'' He chuckled with imr 

p0i*tfu)f)ei as he( made this profound observation. 

f>.2/^ Th^expre^isiett of tbe countenance," said Lord 

JBIessingbam, eontinuiug liis examination, ^^ is also 

jQuitedi&fQnt." ,.' : ^ 

I'bi^ea^ed more freely; there was certainly in 

the figure. M air of towering, I had almost said of 

im^rioip majesty, in the countenance a singular 

expireefikin'Of conscious superiority, subdued but 

not Mnoeftled, a sort of fascination which attracted 

without attaching, which you could rather worabi]p 

than love» :ye|t tbere was also in the wbcde ap- 

j»eamnoe something inconceivably splendid and 

atrikin^; it dazzled by its loftiness, and Wt the 

tab8erver;i}nable to pronounce whether the .ori^nil 

anigikt prove sublime in virtue^ or monstrout In 

vice. 

t,. Meditation. became painfully oppressive; IJooked 
..ground £^ relief froniL feelings which sickened m^ 
4Mad, a«](]ou9 to divert attention towards some other 
i>bjeQt, I enquired concerning tbe neglected pmv 
trait whose humble station excited a sensatii^ of 
pity* Sir William, with an air of oontemptnoue 
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indifference, turned the frame. — ^* *TiS my auht,'^ 
I cried, ^^ my aunt Miriam I*' astonishment for a 
moment overpowering resentment. 

Yes Beatrice, it was indeed the portrait of my 
father's sister I the sweet and touching counte- 
nance, the slender and graceful figure gently in- 
clined, with an air of soft resignation, of feminine 
elegance, irresistibly, instantaneously winning the 
best affections of the heart. I glanced at the 
genmied coronet which glittered in the luxuriiant 
tresses of the regal looking Countess, then kt the 
imadorned head more beautiful by n^lect of or- 
nament, and burst into tears as I pressed my lips 
to the painting, which realized every idea I had 
formed of that interesting, that exquisite love- 
liness, which must have distinguished my aunt in 
her youth. 

<^ My dear, dear Katheren !'' said Lord Blessing- 
ham; at that moment his voice had no power to 
still the tumult of indignation; I addressed Sir 
William with asperity, thanking him for the dis- 
tinguished place in his mansion which he had ap- 
propriated to the portrait of my lather's sister, 
apologizing for having so long encumbered him 
with so pitiful a memento, and requesting my at- 
tendants might be instantly ordered to convey it 
to Blessingham Castle. The man, naturally, or de- 
rignedly obtuse, very seriously disclaimed the 
obKgation, {nrotesting he thought it no trouble to 
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accommodate my ladyship. I turned from him in 
disgust, when, with most perplexing coolness, I^ 
b^an to criticise the picture. <^ The portrait of a 
Magdalen, I presume and h<^," said he, locJdng 
at Lord Blessingham. 

A Magdalen I Was the creature ignorant, or 
impertinent? 

^^ You speak of Lady Blessingham's aunt,'' said 
Momington, with marked emphasis, his contracted 
brow indicating strong disapprobation. 

'^ Her proudest, her most estimable title," re^ 
joined this ready syooph^t. 

<^Were my aunt present," sidd I, haughtily, 
*^ doubtless she would express to Sir William 
Momingten her acknowledgments for such high 
sounding epithets, derived from so complimentary 
a source; but her preeminence is beyond extrar 
neous circumstance." 

^' Your ladyship speaks of your aunt B^rtne% , 
Dowager Countess of Blessingham; in truth she 
is preeminent'* 

^^ I spoke of my aunt Jermyn,"' I replied, witjti 
all the calmness I could assume. 

" Jermyn, Jermyn,^* he repeated, <^ since wfa^L? 
I knew not she was married; when first I sawjier 
in that room," he pointed to the library, <^ seren^ 
teen years ago, her name was, Mornington !" 

^^ Permit me to question the correctness «fyou|r 
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•saertioD," mii I, coMff ^ my ootnm Edwarcl 
Jermyn is some years older than I au^** 

^ Then I mnst have been misfatforiii^'*^. itdd he^ 
bowing to conceal a sneer, which eAcMtted the 
deformity of his features, '* what woaM^mvm^ 
£eenoe P' — his eyes twinkled with e«reastlc4nalig- 
nity — ^< she leaves me, a distant relation, p^Measor 
ef this fair domain ( I could never have'lfaDiiqg;fat 
•f superseding Sir Philip^ nephew !** - ^ -«^1 

^ Do you meiin t# insinuate/^ cvied -Jy itiMr^ibjr 
«Ba2eiiient into protracted ^ontroverijiV' ^ ihkt 
Edward Jermyn is not my iather^r nephefr !^^ : 

^ And if he be, fiiir lady, what dtfen^ i^oaba 
discisrikm, » the natural cerdkuy?' Yoartf^^hall 
ferm it; lar be it from me to syggest «->do«bt ^if 
bis .legitimacy.^ •••» 

I started; the sting of the venomed Aiake coald 
not have caused more thrilling torture; a fainlcfy 
eseiBped me, I would have spoken^ bat the worda 
died in abrdcen murmuring appeal to Moraingt^n 
— ^wonld no one silence this nngeneroua rianderer? 
My hosband caught me to his heart; his flushed 
countenance, the unwonted fire which flashed from 
bis eyes, ehanged indignation into terror, as he 
vtemly addressed Sir William Momington^ 

^ You wiU in future remember^ Sir, that Lady 
Blessingbam^s rdatives are mine; dare not again 
to deseant on tkeir frailties, else I will enforce 
forbearance.'' 
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« 

FmUttes] Forbearaooe ! Beatrice^ what meant 
these words? 
'• <^ My lordf'' ^ried tiiA groyelling ^nraitl^ ^^ I 

>dpob^gm9 1 ap(4ogi^ ,1 wa# iiot aware of Liady 
BlefSi^kigbaiii's prejtudiee ia ^E^vor of h^ father's 
mti^, I' was hetmyed by the purest friendship^ into 
mmv^ngt ^baps ioo warmly^ your mother's 

;?k|)uries^'', 

The flush' of just indigjaifttioii faded from the 
^heekef my husband, :tbe brilliant gleam vanidied ; 

^biB oouoteoaiiceirelapeed into its u«nial.e;cpr9ssioii 
of ($6topo8edgrmideur-^^*J3eBliriiie, wae be; m^ too 

.iQuicfcly pmfied? 

>i hMAfybtart'SweUed^ almost to buraking; Idisdained 

^£irtflMiifttrley) Aud slightly bending, to l<ord Skss* 
ingbamand h» companion, retired to my apwrt. 

' toeotw 'i .MomingtoQ fi^owed^^but I; pleaded indi&* 
jiosition^ aidirequested the uidulgence of solitude. 
SeaiiieB, you may infocm 6ir Chfirles Egerton, 

,;thftraM^,even ftorn. my .husband would I demand 
eooflrmation ^ my aunifs ^^ perfect rectitude," yet 
lim& hei ingenuous, isisterf refieetions ynlt recuTf, 
^nwisbed^ unbidden* .At t^mea I riiminate till in* 
lense thought leadsme mlo tbe maze of uncertainty ; 
factSybefiMie unheeded, pertftnaeiQusIypr.e8ent them* 
fidiTes»rfM.Why is net Edward my father's r^re* 
centative? Why*.*«h fiwgive, forgive met Beatrice I 
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LETTER Vm. 



te Jvfiidi SvccBcj.] 



Ths pmcr of mj jwitk kai kem gnmtmi tm 
■ijgn^liidn^ Jii£tli! I kme Imi t» Me llw 

Wlwn they brm^l MeTowrlettaTyBMn^ I was 
flitting ad cnoa^ in a voon of Iho oM wiede 
tbaft poor Been and I wei lo call the noMry. I 
thoi^gfat apoa old tiiaee tfll I fiufot ajed^ aiy 
pained head, my wriakled fittc^ aiy stiff and aged 
fimbe ! — Jodith, my poor weak hram greir wild 
agam with ponderiBg. — ^I thooght I «iw my <M 
eompaiiion% my pretty playfol habtt \ thore, at my 
feet, sat little Peggy; Master Charies was tiiere^ 
his dinhby arms clasped roond the knees of 
his poor foster-mother; in that eradle lay the in^ 
faat Lord, rocked by his cousin Mary. — Ols 
nieee ! 'tis sad in lonely i^ to think of yoothfnl 
frolic ! I was crying, with lutter tears, when, even 
in the folly and obfulne^s of my grief, Godseni 
me comfort; your letter came; I read the wcm^ 
drone tale; my mistress had left twin duldren^ 
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one was still alive, — Lord let me but see her face 
before I die ! — And the grandchild of Lady Kathe- 
ren was in the castle, and I had not wept over her, 
worshipped her! — Joy cannot give the vigour of 
youth, Judith; I thought my trembling limbs 
would never take me up the turret stair« Miss 
Beatrice v^s sitting in the deep sunk window ; I 
forgot my distance, my bands were clasped about 
her neck, while I called upon the name of my 
dear, dear Xady Katfa^ren ! she did not ehide, nbr 
check, nor. look me into remembering my respect; 
oh, she has the heart of her grandmother. 

:^^ I tvas afraid of telling you our relationship to 
your foster-sister, Mrs. Sweeney,'^ says she, <<yoii 
recollect how ill yoa once were." Was thc¥e ever 
such an aogel Judith ? to have all ibis thought for 
a poor old follower 1 and the kind manner too; 
^< FQiatei>sister,"she said, << God bless her !" — Judith, 
you will be steadier in your duty than I was; yon 
will not leave your mistress will you? but take 
care Judith, don't mak6 ftn idol of her, as I did of 
mine, for Providence, to punish me, sent darkness 
on my soul; yet, praisfMl be His merey! I was 
not visited according to my deserts, for look at 
poor Ileen ; her mind is gone before her to the 
grave 1 

And yet 'tis very strange, Judith, 'tis like A 
glimpse of sunshine to a prisoner ; the mind ve-^ 
turns at times, she speaks like a spirit of hiddem 

9 
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things and then she'll teU of days ia our dawo, 
iiQV stop a bit for want of words or memory^ ;bat9 
in hor'poorwild way^ she^U gabble through 4be tale 
of moiis than sixty yeans^ while I sit liltenljgig, 
dumb and trembling**— Oh ( Judy, shcTs stricken 
with the heavy hand ^ why diould I: complain i. 
^ But I must speak of yourself my ^rl ^ gite (not 
3^ur 'time io gossippiiig, Judith | bo cautious anid 
wil^but lend oo ear ilo slander^^'iis very* staking 
idece^ for> what we love to Hsten to, w^<te apt <to 
liBam^'tiirn yonr back on them thai woiddrbfilte 
your bene&dressy chtld.««-8ir Philip- Momingtoa 
•bad onlyone sister; Would yon beliere 4myihing 
ag^iilst Madame Jermyn?< don't howerier ^go >to 
'dottibt it on the score of yonr conoeii^^they waai/to 
win ydUr from your mistress indeed, bedaossiiyott 
2kie so clever !• a likely story forsooChr "IM^tCKr 
Solomon might - have told yon, Jody, that- a* £dr 
/woman without discretion is like a jewel of' gold 
in a swine^s snout ; I don't mean - <to say . that 
you' 'are over domely girii very well- ito paas^iso 
wuorsw = •■ ■ ■ " '.* ■•: 

Your writings grows readable^-^ sigA yen'ee 
diligent.---*Tade won't suffer any one but himself 
to bring the letters to the castle; be looks sorro#-^ 
ful, poor fellow ; indeed we all look so since BGss 
Katheren left us ; Madam Jermyn's eyes seem to 
turn from every thing but weeping; 'tis heart-* 
leaking to see her; and to mend the matter, Sir 
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GteuAes Egerton and Master Edward left us year 
iiftAaiy* The young man goes back to college^ 
t^yslty Ms mother wishes him to be a parson, 
aii4'I b^lieA'e he would be anything for the sake 
of' what hei's promised; — but servants have no 
business^ to pry into family secrets. 
> r<lon't like your makii^ so much mention of 
TbadcmS) niece $ take warning by my example; in 
JoW'^there are many slipping stones; nothing 
tffa^ens oid^ i^e move than a br%ht look baokwavds. 
That same love was nigh being the ruin «f myself J 
aify how it speiM all the pleasure of diinking on 
my young days^ oaths made in storms are £(hs 
gottsn)'in- eakns, diild; lover's vowid make no 
mooe'maidc than moonshine; but £^r your dead 
iatiictv'iJiidy, Ae grave would have been the res^ 
Wg^^ce of poor old Susan ^ no wonder I sheold 
4ook< sharp, to the ehijdren of Cornelius ! 
,1 Jeremii^asv steady and sohfeT) cured entiri^ 
of intoxication; that; last dose was a. surfeit^ 
ieamed him a healing lesson; he tocJc a salmon 
to Madam Elwin yesterday, and Prtscy Crumpet 
gave him a token for you ; I shall send it the first 
opportunity, along with a breviary Which Fathei 
Karwin bestowed upon me. 
Gkfed prosper you my good child I 
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LETTER IX. 



• k 



[Kadieren, Coontese of Bkssingbam, to Beatrice 

Morningtoii.] 

Bouloi^ie. 

I HATB Been her! I have seen my mother's 
sister! 

A despatch from the Countess Dowager awaited 
our return from Momington Hall. 

Blessingham, pale witli anxiety, broke the seal ; 
his mofh^ had proceeded on her way to Enghmd 
as far as Lyons, wliere she had suffered a relapse^ 
She had for some days refrained from alarming 
her son, hoping for strength to continue the jour- 
ney, but her perfect recovery would, she feared^ 
prore too slow for her impatience ; she was deter- 
mined to proceed, though scarcely convalescent; 
longer to postpone the meeting she so anxiously de- 
sired would require more fortitude than in her prie- 
sent state of langour and debility she was capable of 
exerting. She wrote merely to apprise Morning- 
ton of her intended route from Lyons to Dover ; 
perhaps her son would meet her at the latter 
place; she would travel slowly^ and rest a few 
days at Paris* — Lord Blessingham looked at m» 



THE PREDICTION. 17 

anxiously; it required no penetration to interpret 
his wishes. — " We can spare your mother part, at 
least, of this fatigqing. jpumc^y}" said I, quickly, 
<< our promptitude may prevent her proceeding to 
Dover ; *^ let us meet her at Paris." 

The glow of delight which suffered his coun- 
tenance, betrayed the inteDsity of his filial 
anxiety. — " To-morrow, then, dear Katheren," 
said he. 

" And why not to-day ?** I sruggested, " we 
must use despatch to forestall Lady Blessingham^s 
movements.^' 

Within an hour we had cotnmenced ^ur 
route to Dover; there we were detained by' 
contrary winds; my husband betrayed irr^ 
pressible impatience, and when we landed at 
Boulogne, his excitement had produced feverisfc 
symptoms. 

I was strenuous for a short delay, entreating w^ 
might remain one night at Boulogne, and pro^ 
mising to depart the next day at noon. Morning- 
ton, unwillingly, assented to this arrangement^ 
alleging that it was made for his convenience, not 
for my own. 

The tumult of a hotel is not calculated to mo- 
derate the quickened pulse, or still the ruffled 
nerves ; pur repose was disturbed by the bustle of 
a new arrival ; morning found my husband's in- 
disposition encreased, but, now, satisfied that 0}^p6- 
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sitton would only retard bis recovery^ > I gave 
<Mtler8 for reBuming our route at noon. - 

Pleased with my acquiescence in^liis wishes, 
Momington aeak into slumber; I seated myself 
beside him, having stationed Judith as sentinel 
in the ante-room, which, though it fovmeA part 
of our range of apartments, had been moretihta 
onee intruded inta .-.«{- >: 

It wanted yet some hours to noon ^*t^»jil m^ 
freshing sleep,'- thought I, ^^ may invigorate^and 
restore*'' I could not read, still less coiiddtr«iy 
thoughts pursue the steady course of /sober (me- 
ditation : a listless and wandering reverie vsurped 
reflection; I was at Dunane Ca^e, with B^tcice^ 
with Mary Bt. Elmour, with aunt Afirfanu^r^^Koiees 
in the ante-chamber disturbed me; alarmed, . I 
looked at Momington; his deep respifation: be- 
tokened profound repose; stealthily I drew'towacds 
the door, and opened it; the chamber, was separa- 
ted from the ante-room only by a small dreni^ 
room, or rather closet. While softly aecuriii^ the 
entrance into our private apartment, I, heard- ^a 
Yoioe exclaim, ^^ Indeed I beg your parddn^ you 
are mistaken, I am quite a stranger to this mtdh 
4sate building, having arrived <»ily last night; the 
thousand doors in this bewildered place^ erammed 
as fall as a Pagoda, are enough to perplex St. 
Patriek; Fm sure I thought, thip) the way iato the 
Countess's chamber." 



k 
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f^ And 80 it is," vociferated Joditb; Uvrhai 
differ does thai make? You oan want nothing 

,^th my. mistresa/' . 

' ■•^^(Certainlj not w»bb your mistreasy^' said the 
other, quietly,' ^ I would only apologize •'* 

' : • << Make i yourself scaree/' interrupted the testy 
iudith ; '< f be oS, hon^ ; 'tis aU sham, purtending 
to spake with our king's tongue; tke well must 

^^eileep when I canH squint to the bottom of it ; 

• you?re one. of those . monkey Madaato eome to 

> oempoae i:qNMi u&" 

-'.* 1 J Dolv^^vanced, to check the unseemly language 
of Judith ; a respectable looking woman stood at 
the 'opposite door, which opened on a corridor, 
terminated by a suite of apartmenta similar to our 

i oi^i She wore a long cloak of gray camlet, and 
a'closeUiack bonnet; her complexion was so dark 

^Ihai I could soarcdy think her a European ; cer- 

-taiqly nothing in her appearance warranted the 
impertinenoeor the conclusion ^Sweeney. 

>iv The attention of the stranger seemed riTetted 

wb)p<my person; faeroounftenance might, by others, 
hsveiMeK deemed particularly .pleasing, but there 
maa arpeouliar expressiim in the isrge Uack eyes 
>iioii^ i)enit full upon me, which touched some link 
"of ondisceiferable assooiataon; I could- not trace 
i&e source of my emotion, yet I was^ conscioua^of 
ji> psiafid ioipresfiion, and irainly sought to wia* 
lysBcit, . > 
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^^ You'll kaow 128 whdn you see us scgAtd^ I 
hi^/' cried tbe incorrigible Judith, d^tJng a 
glance of contempt at the stranger, wfaosd obser- 
vation was now transferred to Sweeney, on whom 
she fixed a look of dubious Qieaning. ^ 

. ^ Thantee for your notice Ma'am,"- cried* the 
girl, with a^ air of comic drollery, going iJirough 
tke ceremonial ^ what she calls ^ droppin' a dip;' 
^Miope Fm io your likiii', don't disappoint your- 
self^ dear, look your fill, an' welcome." ' ^ • ^ 

" Judith," said I, sternly, •* you forget yourseJf.?' 

^ N^ I my lady, sure you don't mane I," she 
Tsinonstrated, i her faee purple with agitatioiv; 
.^ isn't it Madam French there as forgets herself 
my lady? starin' through an' through ns^ like a 
blind owl." 

The stranger, as if suddenly awakened to recol- 
lection, made a respectful salutation, turned 
away, and walked slowly up the passage, tc^ 
wards Ji door which fronted my apartments. 

I was retumiug to Mornington, when my steps 
were arrested as I stood within the dressingdosM, 
by a laugb^ so light, so joyous, so irresistibly 
catching, that my features relaxed into something 
like sympathy with the mirthful ciu*6l, and I 
turned to behold the dispenser of such iniE^iring 
gaiety. A figure approached, tripping along the 
pftssage towards the dark looking female who had 
just quitted us* 
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'Twas like something I might bftyie dreamcli ' or 
read of j like nothitogtl had ever seen; for bd«w« 
the middle heigh ty its perfect symmetrjr redeemed 
it from insigniiieance*' 'Twas an Ariel, a Titania, 
a Peri ! the hair was parted on a forehead of pearljr 
whitiMiefls, and fell in golden clusters to the 
shoulders! the pretty features seemed peneilled in* 
exact proportion to the fairy form; the head 'Wtm 
pajrtly oov^ed by a turban of dark blue silk, 
whose fantastic but not ungraceful folds w&re cir^ 
ded. by strings of oriental. pearl! a robe, or radier 
simar, of ihe «ame colour and texture as* the head- 
dress, .was fastened round the throat and waist byi 
clasps of diamonds; one arm was eovered by a 
transparent mantle of golden tissue, which floated 
from tlie shoulder, the other was extended in an 
attitude of remonstrance to the gray robed 
stranger ; admiration made me an isroluBtary 
observer»^ . 

A second peal of spontaneous gladness seaened 
to burst .even: from flie heart of this ethereal look- 
ing being. ^— ^^ What ! nikrse," ' she exdaimed^ 
•* stubbornly suUen ? caa I win noremimrion for 
my venial frolic? have you disturbed the privacy 
of some frizoled fop while running through his 
daily practice of dumb grimaee^ of antic shrug, 
and hyperbolic gesture ?> or intruded on some, 
farded spinstm*, as she vainly sought to smooth 
time's tell tales with cosmetic appliance? but now 
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that I twinkle off my laughing team,' you seem 
more grieved than angry; will you not spcak^< 
dear Sinda? ' /" 

** Mies Eva, Mise Eva,'' said the othcr^ ^ why. 
did you b^nile me ? To think of your sending me 
into a strange apartment with a message to the 
Countess; 'twas too bad of yon, I'm quite be^ 
wildered." , v ..i ; - 

** Bothered ! you mean, don't yon Sinda-^nay, 
why so sulky nurse? — ^is not that the oberisked 
yrord of your classical vocabulary, derived frma 
Utopian lexicography? — but we will ^e4^)e lihis 
dispute anon; hither Bonja, hither !'^ she ensdaimed^ 
waving her arm, witli the air of a Lilliputian 
empress. i : 

A negro boy, almost as' fancifully attired asihis 
mistress, advanced, bearing a furred cloak^ a muff, 
and a large straw bonnet; the stranger threwaside 
her costly turban, and quickly shrouded her pretty 
figure in less distinguished garb. 

" Now nurse," she cried, " we will walk #o>rth 
and take a long farewell of social nature, lere we 
be changed to stone by the petrific mists of that 
cold clime which (so the Countess says) is always 
cloudy, where smiles and sunshine are equaEy in- 
frequent, where feeling is fettered by the *icy 
precepts of respect,' where sprightliness is mis- 
named levity, and the gladsome exhiliration of 
innocent merriment is stifled by solemn formality, 
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where— «but what in the name of the grotesque and 
ludiereus have we got here?" she glanced towards 
Sweeney, who had bent forward to survey the 
person of this fairy queen, her prominent eyes and 
parted Kps ex^n^ssing the very intensity of wonder, 
and her extraordinary costume (for she is too 
national to abandon her Dingle dress) well justiiy- 
ing amazement. 

'^ From the kingdom of Ghools or Goblins do 
you eome? " said the playlnl girl, advancing fami- 
liarly into the ante-room, and addressing Sweeney. 

Judith, with a reverence so profound that slie 
barely managed to preserve her equilibrium, re- 
plied, *^ 'Tis from the kingdom o' Kerry I come, 
plase your highness." 

The elder stranger started ; a shade of sorrow or 
(it melancholy recognition passed over her features, 
and her eye again rested on Judith, but it seemed 
to ruminate, not to behold. 

^^ And whose ree^lendent retinue claims so 
ornamental an appendage?" said the laughing 
stranger. 

Judith now bent her gaping look of wonder 
at the elder female, as if supplicating explanation. 

" Are you the wivante of my lady's lady?' re- 
sumed the bantering interrogator. 

^' Only on^ lady if ypn plase Ma'am," respond- 
ed Jude, with somewhat encreasing confidence. 
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'^ And who may be the lord of so discrimi- 
nating a lady ?" enquired her tormentor* 

** 'Tis Lord Blessingham sure ! why then didn't 
you know thatf* demanded Jude, her sense of 
importance reviving at the recollection of her 
lord's dignity. 

The stranger uttered a half shriek ; '^ You don't 
mean to say that Blessingham is here!'' she 
crjaculated. 

^^ May be he's not^ may be 'tis lies I'm telling," 
cried Judith. 

^^ What) Mornington here ?" exclaimed the 
other. 

<^ Not herci but there," said the literal Jude, 
pointing to the door which accidentally shielded 
me from observation; the stranger rushed for- 
ward — Jude interposed her ample person. — ^^ Fair 
an' softly, fair an' softly, an' you'll touch the 
thrashold may be — don't put yourself out, Miss, 
'twon't sarve your turn wid me, I'm no negur, 
to mind your gosterin'; you may toss up your 
head an' look as high as Mangerton, if you plase^ 
tho' 'pon my credit 'tis more like a mole-hill 
than a mountain you be, to my seeming." 

I would have advanced, but perplexed and irre- 
solute, I knew not how to introduce myself. The 
sportive girl bent her tiny hand, and menaced 
Judith, with an air of mock displeasure, then. 
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V 

dashing o£Pher cumbrous cloak, she flew along the 
landing, threw open the opposite door and disap^ 
peared. 

^< A Christian never run so fast; 'tis a sprite, 
an't it ?" said Judith, in a low voice to the attend- 
ant, who was about to follow her mistress; *^ won't 
you take the negur imp with you dear ? do, like a 
good woman; he'd frighten my lady." 

I now entered the ante-room, but an indefinite 
sort of terror held me mute; I fixed my eyes ap- 
prehensively on the distant door; it was flung 
open; a lady appeared, whose sable garments swept 
the ground, as she hurriedly advanced; I could 
not distinguish her features, but the majestic out- 
line of the commanding figure, the air of lofty 
grandeur, sufficed to reveal her. The blood rushed 
to my heart, all else was forgotten in the tumult 
of inexplicable emotion, I turned abruptly, and, 
with trembling impatience, burst into the sleeping 
apartment. Mornington had risen. <^ Good Hea- 
ven ! Katberen, what has occurred ? who has 
alarmed you ?" 

" Your mother is here/' I cried, breathlessly, 
^^ I cannot, indeed I cannot see her now, give me 
but one moment for preparation." 

Some one entered the ante-^room; Judith's 
voice was loud in expostulation ; I held up my 
clasped hands ; Mornington darted into the outer 
apartment, I hastily closed the chamber door. A 

VOL. III. c 
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that I twinkle off my laughing teara, > yfm seent 
more grieved iJban angry; will you not epcftk^ 
dearSinda? . r »• i/> 

<^ Miss Eva, Miss Eva,'' said the other, ^ why) 
did you begoile me ? To think of your sen^ng^me 
into a strange apartment with a message to Ike 
Coantess; 'twas too bad of yon, Fm quite be^^ 
wildered." m .:i si - 

<^ Bothered ! you mean, don't yoa Sinda*-4>nay, 
why so sulky nurse ?-**J8 not that the cherished 
;6vord of your classical vocabulary^ derived frmk 
Utopian lexicography ?-^but we will -settle 'i^iis 
dispute anon ; hither Bonja, hither !'^ she ejEdaimed^ 
waving her arm, with the air of a LilHpatian 
empress. • * i^: 

A n^o boy, almost as* fancifully attired asihis 
mistress, advanced, bearing a furred cloak, a; muff, 
and a lai^e straw bonnet; the stranger threw aside 
her costly turban, and quickly shrouded her pretty 
figure in less distinguished garb. f 

"Now nurse," she cried, " we will walk forth 
and take a long farewell of social nature, ^e we 
be changed to stone by the petriiic mists of l9iat 
cold clime which (so the Countess says) is always^ 
cloudy, where smiles and sunshine are equafty in- 
irequent, where feeling is fettered by the *ioy 
precepts of respect,' where sprightliness is mis- 
named levity^ and the gladsome exhiliration of 
innocent merriment is stifled by solemn formality, 
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\dier«--49at what in the name of the grotesque and 
ludieirous have we got here?'' she glanced towards 
Sweeney, who had bent forward to survey the 
person of thk fairy queen, her prominent eyes and 
parted lips exf^essing the very intensity of wonder, 
and her extraordinary costume (for she is too 
national to abandon her Dingle dress) well justify- 
ing amazement. 

^^ From the kingdom of Ghools or Goblins do 
you e<Hne? " said the playful girl, advanciug fami- 
liarly into the ante-room, and addressing Sweeney. 

Judith, with a reverence so profound that slie 
barely managed to preserve her equilibrium, re- 
plied, <^ 'Tis from the kingdom o' Kerry I come, 
plase your highness." 

The elder stranger started ; a shade of sorrow or 
df melancholy recognition passed over her features, 
and her ^e again rested on Judith, but it seemed 
to ruminate, not to behold. 

*^ And whose resplendent retinue claims so 
ornamental an appendage?" said the laughiug 
strauger. 

Judith now bent her gaping look of wonder 
at the elder female, as if supp)ici|ting explanation. 

" Are you the wivante of my lady's lady?" re- 
sumed the bantering interrc^tor. 

^^ Only onie lady if yoo plase Ma'am," respond- 
ed Jude, with somewhat encreasing confidence. 
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<^ And who may be the lord of so discrimi- 
nating a lady ?' enquired her tormentor. 

^* 'Tis Lord Blessingham sure ! why then didn't 
you know that?' demanded Jude, her sense of 
importance reviving at the recollection of her 
lord's dignity. 

The stranger uttered a half shriek ; ^^ You don't 
mean to say that Blessingham is here!" she 
ejaculated. 

^^ May be he's not, may be 'tis lies I'm telling," 
cried Judith. 

^^ What, Mornington here ?" exclaimed the 
other. 

<< Not here, but there," said the literal Jude, 
pointing to the door which accidentally shielded 
me from observation; the stranger rushed foi> 
ward — Jude interposed her ample person. — <^ Fair 
an' softly, fair an' softly, an' you'll touch the 
thrashold may be — don't put yourself out. Miss, 
'twon't sarve your turn wid me, I'm no negur, 
to mind your gosterin'; you may toss up your 
head an' look as high as Mangerton, if you plase, 
tho' 'pon my credit 'tis more like a mole4iill 
than a mountain you be, to my seeming." 

I would have advanced, but perplexed and irre- 
solute, I knew not how to introduce myself. The 
sportive girl bent her tiny hand, and menaced 
Judith, with an air of mock displeasure, then. 
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dashing o£Pber cumbrous cloak, she flew along the 
landing, threw open the opposite door and disap^ 
peared. 

^< A Christian never run so fast; 'tis a sprite, 
an't it ?" said Judith, in a low voice to the attend- 
ant, who was about to follow her mistress; *^ won't 
you take the negur imp with you dear ? do, like a 
good woman; he'd frighten my lady." 

I now entered the ante-room, but an indefinite 
sort of terror held me mute; I fixed my eyes ap- 
prehensively on the distant door; it was flung 
open; a lady appeared, whose sable garments swept 
the ground, as she hurriedly advanced ; I could 
not distinguish her features, but the majestic out- 
line of the commanding figure, the air of lofty 
grandeur) sufficed to reveal her. The blood rushed 
to my heart, all else was forgotten in the tumult 
of inexplicable emotion, I turned abruptly, and, 
with trembling impatience, burst into the sleeping 
apartment. Mornington had risen. *' Good Hea- 
ven ! Katheren, what has occurred ? who has 
alarmed you ?" 

** Your mother is here/' I cried, breathlessly, 
^^ I cannot, indeed I cannot see her now, give me 
but one moment for preparation." 

Some one entered the ante-^room; Judith's 
voice was loud in expostulation ; I held up my 
clasped hands ; Mornington darted into the outer 
apartment, I hastily closed the chamber door. A 

VOL. III. c 
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voice of deep toned pathos exclaimed — ** My 
son, ray dear, dear son !" It was indeed Lady 
Blessingliam ! 

You will wonder, Beatrice, at such excessive 
agitation, induced, too, by an occurrence wliich I 
bad myself precipitated ; but I may now confess 
to you, that I had accelerated this meeting with 
the desperate determination of one who knows she 
must endure a fiery test, and longs to i^y — ^'tis 
past !-**! looked not for this sud^n trial of toy 
fortitude. My ear seemed prefernaturally 'nharfh 
ened, I tried to exclude sound, but could not. 

^' Yes, i hare suffered my sob, I have sufferied, 
terror, superstitious, ban*owing terror, tormenting 
dreams, and visionary waking horrors— *what is 
there of evil that I did not atitieipate from yoiir 
visit to that fatal land? calumny, obloquy, de- 
sertion, the shaft of malice, the pononed tongue 
of deadly «nmity ! — but you are unchanged my 
son ; falsehood found in you no vulnerable point 
to aim at." 

" I was untried, indeed I was untried," said 
Momington, energetically. 

** For this one act of just forbearance, may 
Heaven extend its mercy to her!** said Lady 
Blessingham. 

" But you ask not for my wtfe, my Katheren ; 
she is here." 

" Here !" said Lady Blessingham, ^ KLatheren 
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here ! by whose all-powerful agency? for as soon 
could I bdieve in your apostasy^ as that Katheren 
Momington, of her own free act, would do aught 
else tiian shun me." 

^ And yet by her own free act she seeks yon,'' 
said Momington, with deliberate empharas; ^^ nay 
8he it WBB who firat conceived, then promptly ex- 
ecuted the plan for our more speedy meeting." 

<^ Mornington," said his mother, ** cheat me 
not by Bi^estinghope which, if it prove illusory, 
will leave me more wretched than before; you 
know how I have prayed for this ; be silent my 
son, or let drcumspeetion wait upon your speech ; 
wring not a par^it's heart, by preparing for me, 
the bitterness of disappointment. Now answer 
me, Lord Kessingham ; think you that the'pupil 
of IVGriam Momington can ever look with affection 
on Beatrice. Sorenzo?" 

<< Come Katheren," said Momington, throwing 
open the chamber door, and leading me forward; 
** reply to your mother's sister — ^your husband's 
mother." 

The appeal was made with solemn earnestness, 
yet was I stubbomly silent; I could not speak, I 
could not lift my eyes ! doubting, fearing, trem- 
bling, I stood seemingly unmoved, although my 
softened heart was throbbing wildly. 

<^ It is, it is my sister's child," murmured Lady 
Blessingham, almost inaudibly. 

c 2 
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Silence ensued ; I raised my head ; noble iif 
stature, sublime in dignity, no stem expression of 
haughty pride now marred the majesty of her ap- 
pearance, no pomp of bridal splendour now called 
forth smiles of lofty arrogance ; her long dark hair 
was loosely braided, and bound with classic grace 
around her head ; a black crape veil fell back even 
to her feet, its folds commingling with the drapery 
of her velvet robe, whose sombre hue was un- 
relieved by ornament ; her arms, from which the 
long loose sleeves had partly fallen, were folded 
on her bosom, her eyes, uplifted, expressed the 
prayer she could not utter, the stamp of noble 
birth, of noble feelings was on her open brow ; 
lost in the energy of supplication, she seemed an 
Esther pleading for her people's pardon ; had I 
wished, I could not have dared to interrupt the 
silent invocation. Mornington stood between us, 
the connecting link destined to bind us to each 
other. 

Suddenly my guardian's parting words recurred ; 
to whom did her warning admonition point ? Oh ! 
why was she not more explicit ? 

I could shut out the fascination of sight, but not 
of sound; a voice, whose deep, melancholy intona« 
tion spoke to my heart, thus apostrophieed — 

^' Oh Katheren ! oh my sister ! sweet &nd teur 
der being, whose spotless spirit sickened at the 
monstrous tale of crime and horvor, turned loath- 



THE PREDICTION. 29 

ing from a world so false, and sought in purer 
realms the truth which evidenced thy sister's rec- 
titude ! After a lapse of seventeen years my 
Katheren, I again behold thy child, that child for 
whom I wept, and knelt, and supplicated, with 
importunate but vain persistency." 

" She is now yours, my mother," said Mor- 
nington, hastily, " she is. the wife of your son." 

^^ And think you I am thankless for the bless- 
ing?' exclaimed the Countess, abruptly starting 
from her posture of rapt contemplation ; *' think 
you I love my daughter less, because I did not fly 
to meet her ? The rushing tide of memory will 
force its way ; should she look like her mother my 
heart would break ! Mornington," she continued^ 
rapidly pacing the apartment, ^^ I had nor parent^ 
friend, nor relative, save one ; she was my all ; 
unshaken in attachment, fervent in affeetion, 
through all the strange crosses of my cruel fate, 
she, she alone, was constant ! mild, timid, tender^ 
lovely, too fragile for this nipping world, too 
guileless for suspicion, fain would she have 
thought all sinless as herself, and struck with 
anguish by the falsehood of her chosen friend, she 
drooped — she faded. I was not suffered to ap* 
proaeh, to soothe her wounded spirit with the 
sole assurance that could have saved — even 
from her chamber door they spumed me! — 
fihe called upon my name — I could not answer 
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— she died — and never knew how much her 
sister loved her !** 

Terrified at this burst of despair, and deeply 
affected hj the pathetic though mysterious allorioti 
to my mother, I flew to her ; she had thrown her- 
self on a chair and covered her face with her 
hands, but the tears she would have hidden 
trickled through her fingers. 

I cast my arms around her ; she looked up— -I 
started! methought her features wore that sin- 
gularly lurking expression of malicious triumph 
which characterized the portrait ; it was however 
a lightning flash; in a moment all was tender, 
tearful, and subdued ; she turned on me the very 
look of my aunt Jermyn ; that look, so fond, so 
lull of interest, might win a glance of answering 
affection even from the obdurate. Momington, his 
fine eyes radiant with delight, approached; his 
arm encircled both. — ^^ My mother ! my Kathe- 
ren ! all my agitating fears are gone ; what can 
now divide us ?' A slight quivering shook my 
frame, a cold rush to the heart, a sickly feeling of 
despondency, of unaccountableterror, crept through 
my veins. I made a trembling effort to disengage 
myself,^-my husband looked disturbed^— could I 
disappoint his dawning hope? I thought on my 
mother, that mother so fondly sketched, so ten- 
derly deplored ! I suffered, I, almost, returned 
the embrace of my maternal aunt^ 



THE PREDICTION. 31 

Beatrice, have I erred, do I err in yielding to 
the resistless prevalence of this wonderful woman? 
It was so dreadful, sister, to doubt the mother of 
my husband ! 

Surely I but follow Sir Charles Egerton's in- 
jonctions not to be guided by the ^^ fallacious in- 
ductions of suspicion," — perhaps my error lay in 
that suspicion, in raising a phantom to torment 
myself, investing it with power sinister and mon- 
strous, ascribing to it will, determined, unalter- 
able, to work me evil. 

The shadows of superstition disperse; I feel 
glad and buoyant — are my joyous flights to prove 
transient as my dark forebodings ? Mornington 
exclaims that now he recc^izes his wildly happy 
Katheren — happy ! am I happy? — are you, is my 
guardian happy ? Beatrice, Beatrice, do not call 
me the creature of circumstance* 
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The same to the same. 



Boulogne. 

I HAD finished my last packet for Ireland, and 

was sitting alone, meditating on the incidents 

which I had endeavoured faithfully to record, 

wbe^ Mornington entered, conducting the pretty. 
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singular-looking creature whose lirely colloquy 
with Judith had elicited the first intimation of oar 
being here. 

" My mother's prot^^e, and my most vene- 
rated Mentor — Miss Vanesk." . 

*^ Who comes in lowly guise, with humble 
prayer, to you right noble lady," pursued the 
playful being, seating herself beside me, and 
unceremoniously clasping my hand. There was 
an extraordinary mixture of bashfulness and con- 
fidence in her address ; her cheeks were crimsoned 
with blushes, yet her voice was assured, her 
speech fluent and unembarrassed, and her action, 
but for the archly pleading look with which it 
was accompanied, might have been deemed more 
familiar than our acquaintance warranted. In 
short Eva, — for now formality and ceremony have 
no place in our intercourse, — is a singular combi- 
nation of the woman and the child, of simplicity 
and perfect ease, of sensibility and flippant reck- 
less humour. Won by her musical voice and 
endearing sportive air, I replied, gaily imitating 
the accent and idiom of Judith: — " Sure your 
Highness need but speak to have your wishes 
granted." 

*^ So, so," cried she, laughing, and glancing 
over her now unpretending garb; "you have 
then beheld me decked in all the pomp of Asiatic 
splendour, to which folly I was led by an irrepresr 
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sible inclination to call forth those laughable con«- 
tortions of grinning wonder which eccentricity 
is sure to elicit from the gesticulating subjects 
of Le grand Monarqae; nevertheless' I would 
sooner endure the grimace of this voluble people 
than ." 

« Change," added I, <« for that < cold clime ' 
whose ^ petrific mists' may turn < the gay to 
grave, the lively to severe.' " 

" From what a world of periphrastic eloquence 
are you saved by thus candidly confessing your 
having overheard my empty rattle," she exclaimed; 
*' if it offended, remember my critique was only 
second-hand, formed on the faith and judgment of 
the Countess. — ^But say, have you affection for 
that frozen land ? they tell me 'tis your native 
country." 

" A residence there of a few months after my 
birth, and a few weeks after my marriage, can 
scarcely bestow a claim to name it, my country,'^ 
I replied. 

<* Then you are impartial." 

" And unprejudiced," I added. 

** Of course persuadable, and will comply wiA 
my petition; you are all-powerful; yes," she 
continued, repljring to my look of incredulity, 
<^ even more potent than my Highness-^I shall 
take plenary vengeance on your comical came-« 
riera for that sarcastic epithet -<- let Countesa 

c 5 
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Katfaereh but join lixe in appeal to Countess Bea- 
trice, our cause is won, our course is change<i; 
^tead of the barren wilderness, you reach the land 
of promise; sweet classic land, gay smiling 
Florence !" 

^^ If you can as surely reckon on my success, as 
tny support,'^ said I, ^'your cause, indeed, is won; 
mo cherished associations lure me back to England; 
were it indeed to Ireland—" 

' ^^ Hush, hush !'' interrupted Eva, placing her 
hand on my lips, her features assuming an expreS'* 
sion of genuine or fictitious terror; ^^ pronounce 
not such forbidden name — 'tis cahalistic, awful,. 
Kke that occult and comprehensive word which 
ne'er escapes the lips of pious Hindus; you may 
meditate thereon, but never utter it* Is there not 
something pernicious in the place ?" 

^ On the contrary," said I, half smiling, half 
displeased, «' its inhaUtants boast exemption from 
aU pernicious matter; the purifying breath of their 
patron saint hath long since wafted from thai 
favored land the noxious toad and venomed ser- 
pent, "lis lovely, 'tis nature's simplest, yet most 
forward child, beautiful in its wildness, sublime in 
its inartificial grandeur !" 

^^ Yet dees the Countess quail and Sinda shrink^ 
if accident or indiscretion breathe but remote 
allusion to your, spotless tsle; surely some deadly 
tale of bocrar is eounected with itJ' 
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Ck>n6eiou6 that her surmise was just, I looked at 
Lord Blessingbam, who had been employed in 
sketching my companion atid myself, hoping to 
draw forth some development of circumstances 
which, although they continue to harass and per- 
plex, I have resolutely determined never, directly, 
to investigate, Mornington had laid aside his 
penci], he seemed displeased, and exclaimed, (I 
thought petulantly) ^^ Eva's lively imagination will 
readily furnish some romance <^ preternatural 
incident; you will not require my assistance^ 
Katheren/' 

I was disappointed — perhaps vexed — ^Eva per-* 
ceived our discomposure, and, with the acumen of 
one who can promptly repair a blunder, exclaimed 
-^^^ You, too, have a lively imagination Lady Bles* 
singham; how I wish it would take you a trip of 
a few months into futurity; during which you 
must fancy yourself in daily converse with Miss 
Vanesk, until, having passed the term of formality,, 
we enter the limits of intimacy, and gliding into 
the magic circle of friendship, style each other^ 
Eva and Katheren. In order to assist this pnH 
gressive familiarity I will shew myself off with a 
few airy touches — compounded of contrarieties, I 
am stubborn yet tractable, volatile yet demure^ 
childislily frank yet deep and secret as the sage 
guardians of iJbe mystic Bhagava^ perfectly ing|e« 
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of Mrs. Jermyn; I entreated that my name might 
never pass his lips." 

The tremulous tone, the altered air, were even 
more perplexing than the speech; her blue eyes, 
which the moment before had glittered with harm- 
less raillery, were now dimmed and downcast, her 
figure was gently depressed, personifying defence- 
less sorrow. Something of asperity, however, with 
which she had pronounced the name of Jermyn, 
had arrested my half extended hand; but Mor« ^ 

nington's sympathy was energetic; in an instant 
he was at her side. — " My dear, dear Eva," he ex-* 
claimed, in a tone of the most lively interest." ^My 
dear, dear Eva,' was repeated with encreased 
fervour. Ashamed of my cold reserve, and yet 
ignorant of the degree in which my compassion 
might be claimed, conscious that I could not feign 
a burst of feeling, for untold, perhaps imaginary 
grievance, and surprised at Blessingham's so sud- 
denly awakened tenderness, I remained awkward, 
mute, and motionless. Eva hastily disengaged her 
hand from Momington's, dashed the drops from her 
long lashes, threw back her head, and approached 
me with an air of resolute calmness, which almost 
gave dignity to the beautiful little figure. — ^^ I was 
disappointed. Lady Blessingham, perhaps grieved, 
on discovering that you had never heard of me; I 
did not deserve, I did not anticipate such complete 
contempt* — This is my confession, and — this my 
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supplication,'' she added^ smiling sadly, <^ that you 
will never more question me on the ' eause of my 
fooliBh emotion." 

She was retiring — *^ I will conduct Eva to my 
mother," said Lord Blessingham, hastily; they left 
the apartment t<^ether. 

I was pondering on this strange scene, when 
Judith, her face big with vexatious or momentous 
intelligence, burst into the room. The want of 
discretion and uncontroulable flippancy of this 
giddy girl, too often meet pardon, redeemed by 
the zealous warmth of an attachment which is so 
guilelessly displayed. You know how easily I am 
won by artless demonstration of affection : at this 
moment, however, I was irritable^ and severely 
chid her unlicensed intrusion. At my reproof, her 
countenance fell into such extraordinary elonga-* 
tion, that I was unable to repress a smile; my digu 
nity and displeasure fled simultaneously. Judith 
saw her advantage; her conscious smirk and 
puckered lip betrayed her triumph — " Pll never do 
the like the longest day I live," was her indeflnite 
asseveration. Still she loitered, seeming more in- 
clined to risk a second reprimand than to retire. 
I was resolutely silent, determined to give no open- 
ing for the communication with which she seemed 
to labour. Thus baffled in her speculation of ex- 
citing curiosity, she } soliloquy, while 
she affected to be occi bg the apart^ 
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ment — ^^ Love and lordship like no fellowship — 
come inside me, indeed, my tragedy dame ! may be 
you will — ^how mild you be of a suddent — all sham 
— ^what's born in the bone will die in it sure— -do a 
chicken coo 'cause 'tis reared in a dove cot? not a 
bit of it — come after her place I suppose — no mar- 
vel if my face looked flustered at the sight; if you 
thump your elbow don't your finger tingle ? No 
marvel if I lost my manners, and bounced in upon 
my lady— if bad news come, 'twon't wait for 
questioning." 

" Bad news !" I repeated, thrown off my guard 
l^ apprehension; "from Ireland?' 

" No, no, my lady, nothin' bad ever comes from 
that; but only think of Madam French droppin^ 
down upon me as I stood in the passage my lady^ 
who but herself, frizzled and flounced, fizgigged 
and raddled, just like Miss Mulloy's ram. Sure 
she needs no mark to 'stinguish her ! we'd know 
her ag^n all over the world — whoM be transported 
for stealin' such cattle as that ? Deuce a one would 
have tihe ill luck to find her, but would carry her 
quick to the owner, an' cry < take her back again 
honey, an' welcome.' " 

" Judith," said I, sharply, " you have been often 
reproved for unseemly expressions; be more dis* 
creet in my {»*esence. Who is it of whom you 
thus rave?" 
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" Certain, my lady, you wouldn't forget Mrs. 
Pollin as wore the 'broidery shoes." 

** Pauline here !" I exclaimed. 

« Every bit of her my lady, paint, patches, 
powder and all ! and purtending to such genteel 
manners my lady; dropped me a dip, quite polite 
r— dare say she'd like to put her come hither on 
me, in hopes I'd persuade your ladyship to make 
her under, fam de sham." 

" A very improbable conclusion," said I; " take 
care however that she does not approach me." 

" Wliy then that I will," cried Judith, her eyes 
sparkling with delight, ^^ if she come within a mile 
of you I'll give her a milling." 

^^ Again unruly, Judith? Another offence, and 
you return to Kerry," 

** Not without you, not without you my lady, 
for the love of King George," cried the girl, sob- 
bing; ^^ I can't keep my senses in this queer place, 
indeed I can't; the folks are so comical. Have a 
little patience till we get among Christians again, 
an' call me Sweeney, my lady, to shew you forgive 
me — I have done for Madam French at any rate, 
an' that's one comfort," she muttered, as she 
quitted the apartment. 

Judith's information was coiTect; Pauline is 
indeed here, and in the suite of the Countess. I 
would not close this letter until our route should 



THE PREDICTION. 41 

be arranged, and having brought down my jour- 
nal to the conclusion of my conversation witb 
Sweeney, I sought my aunt, intending to prefer 
Eva's petition, which corresponded with my own 
inclination. The vicinity of Blessingham Castle 
to our family seat, now in possession of a stranger, 
of a man too, so pkrticularly disagreeable to me 
as Sir William Mornington, is a barrier to my ever 
choosing it as a residence, and although I by no 
means participate in the prejudices of Eva, yet I 
will confess that Switzerland and Ireland are much 
more in accordance with my taste than Eng- 
land. Of France my only treasured association is 
with Versailles, and of Italy, though I may have 
once or twice just passed its western boundary, I 
have had as yet but little experience. During my 
childhood I felt a vague suspision that my aunt 
had reason to dislike it, though unable to assign a 
cause for such a surmise, save in her strict avoid- 
ance of a country which both her wards so often 
wished to visit. And now suspicion turns almost 
into certainty; our dear aunt, superstitiously ap- 
prehensive in all that regards us, dwells on the 
trials of our maternal grandmother, connects that 
country with her woes and wrongs, and thus as- 
sociating evil with the land, anticipates therein 
for Katheren Blessingham the misfortunes of Ka- 
tlieren Sorenzo. In this manner, Beatrice, do I 
often endeavour to interpret and explain my 
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guardian's mystic warnings— I do not like to 
search too deeply — may this exposition prove as 
satisfactory to you as — I would have said as to 
myself, but at times my reason starts refractory, 
and rejects the shackles with which I would fain 
encumber it. 

I found Pauline in attendance on the Countess ; 
my aunt's explanation was satisfactory; the French 
woman had been recommended to her in Paris. — 
** Your name, Katheren," said the Countess, " was 
a passport to my notice." It ensured her a favor- 
aUe reception ; the girl seems grateful ; her money 
was exhausted, her friends cold, relatives she had 
none. Dbtress is the best remedy for indiscre- 
tion, but if you express disapproval, I dismiss 
her* 

You may imagine the result Beatrice ; obduracy, 
as yet at«least, is foreign to my character. Pauline 
seems sincerely penitent, enquired with an ap« 
pearance of interest after you and our aunt — this 
was sufficient; she is forgiven. 

It is arranged that we remain here a few days, 
and then proceed to Florence, as expeditiously as 
the precarious health of the Countess will permit. 
There our communication will again be unin- 
terrupted. — " Hope deferred makcth the heart 
nek/' How I long for letters from Ireland ! 
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LETTER XL 

The same to the same. 

Florence. 
What a transition from simplicity to splendoar^ 
from obscurity to celebrity, from nature to art I 
I am not skilled in the routine of elaborate de« 
scription ; impatience prevents investigation ; the 
objects which strike my dazzled sense make no 
impression on my mental retina ; curiosity defeats 
criticism ; I rove unheedingly, irresistibly attract- 
ed from wonder to wonder, without scrutinizing 
or even examining, and now that I woi^d stUl the 
whirl of fancy, and transmit you a detail of build- 
ings, statues, pictures, busts, medals, vases, ca- 
binets and columns, I find the whole assemblage 
flitting past me, bewildering imagination with 
phantasms, confused and evanescent as those pro- 
jected fi'om the shifting and painted glass. But 
could I even sink into sober detail, would Beatrice 
thank me for observations trite and hackneyed, 
the wearisome product of dull disquisition? Do 
you remember that German (Keysler I think) 
whose toilsome and minute description of churches, 
tombs, fountains, and bridges so vapoured us? I 
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Iiave never since beheld the itinerary of a tourist 
without yawning. Beatrice, too, will be more in- 
terested by an account of our immediate location 
than by a synoptical view of the miracles of 
Florence. 

Our palace is in itself entitled to accurate de- 
lineation, but I am at present (as Eva describes 
herself) too mercurial for mechanical measure- 
ment. You must fancy saloons painted in fresco, 
coved ceilings, peopled by the poetic imagination 
and brilliant pencil of Jordano, and supported by 
Corinthian columns round whose capitals the 
classical acanthus twines its delicate and flexile 
foliage, floors tesselated and polished, mirrors 
whose vast and silvery surfaces double dimension 
and multiply magnificence, staircases of marble, 
enclosed by gilded balustrades, corridors orna- 
mented with niches containing Muses and Graces, 
Naides and Diyades, in beautiful repose ; magni- 
ficence has poured forth her profusion, andjirt 
exhausted her invention to embellish this regal 
residence, while the magic touch of genius has 
assisted to refine and soften what, else, might have 
been deemed gorgeous and glaring. 

It was evening when we arrived ; the Countess 
conducted me into a saloon lighted by bronze 
tripods formed of satyrs bearing on their shoulders 
the emblem of a planet. Dazzled by the varied 
•ifulgence, I gazed bewildered at the Countess; 
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she smiled — I thought s^dly — certainly there was 
no expression of gratified vanity elicited by my 
astonishment; she drew my arm within hers, and 
paced the saloon with slow and irregular steps. — 
^^ This palace, Katheren," said she, ^* the ancient 
residence of the Medici, was abandoned when the 
Palazzo Pitti was purchased from a Florentine 
merchant, as a more suitable habitation for the 
sovereigns of that once regal race — the glory of 
the Medici is no more ; their extinction, and the 
restored splendour of their deserted mansion, shew 
the mutability of sublunary grandeur. — ^Ah ! who 
should prize ^ the boast of heraldry, the pomp of 
power ?' " Her voice faltered. " This palace was 
purchased, repaired and embellished by — Mom-^ 
ington's father, by my husband. — *' Her tone became 
still more tremulous. ^^ You will believe that his 
taste for magnificence was indeed princely, yet he 
soon forsook his sumptuous edifice, and with it-^" 
She stopped, overpowered by emotion ; a vague 
idea that something terrible was connected with 
this abandonment, held me silent; I looked at her 
anxiously, she resumed — ^^ Since then, until this 
moment, I have never entered it without feelings 
of wounded pride, of outraged though undying 
affection ; now I consider it as the home of my 
Katheren; I am no longer its deserted mistress^ I 
am the guest of my sister's child, my daughten" 
Mornington julst then entered, she placed my 
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hand in his, and quitted us abruptly; he looked 
after h^ as she slowly ascended a flight of steps 
which leads to a corridor surrounding the vesti- 
bule. There was a strange mixture of pity and 
vexation in his tone, as he exclaimed : — ^^ She will 
not part with this palace because my father pur- 
chased it, yet her entrance within its walls is ever 
marked by this burst of passionate grief. — ^Why 
retain a residence which embitters existrace by 
recalling events whose remembrance we should 
endeavour to banish ?' 

Thus, Beatrice, is expectation for ever baffled; 
at the very moment which seems big with solution, 
some obscure insinuation checks the enquiries that 
sympathy dictates, and leaves tliought again to 
wander in perplexity. < Forsaken ' the Countess 
called herself; — and who that had once felt her 
influence could forsake her? — Hers is the fasci- 
nation of splendour, of towering majesty; she 
seems to feel a secret consciousness of distinguished 
excellence, which gives her the^. proud stamp of 
individuality. By what strange perversion could 
the object of such a woman's choice cease to wor- 
ship her ? — And yet I more than suspect that her 
married life was miserable, — ^is it from pride or 
from affection that she flings a veil upon her hus- 
band's errors, that she shuns the apartments once 
occupied by him, and forbids their approach to all ? 
-—Are they sacred or condemned, dear or dreaded ? 
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-—Does she exhale therein her grief when unob- 
served, or pass them proudly, with the indignant 
throb of the slighted and deserted wife? — Con- 
jecture is endless as fruitless. — I lose myself in a 
labyrinth of doubt, and dare not by bold enquiry 
arrive at truth. — That some curious link, which 
has hitherto eluded discovery, connects the seem- 
ingly dissevered chain of ambiguity, is evident; a 
link which unites in one inextricable combination 
incidents of horror, misfortune and guilt, beings 
whose tl)eatre of action has been alternately Italy, 
England, Ireland. — Switzerland, too, Beatrice, that 
dear retreat still fondly turned to even from this 
princely palace, is Switzerland exempt from the 
mysterious Gonjimcdon? — ^Well do I remember 
sister, during a visit we made to Clairville, my 
childish petulance at our dear aunt's firm refusal 
of my obstinate demand for permission to enter 
the apartments of my grandmother. With eager 
curiosity I questioned Annette, complaining bit- 
terly of such unreasonable prohibition. — " Not 
imreasonable. Miss Katheren, not unreasonable,'* 
said Annette, impressively, " once, in the agony of 
her grief, I heard my mistress say, that every mis- 
fortune of her life was connected with these 
chambers." Silenced but not satisfied, in the soli- 
tude of La Motte I long revolved this circum- 
stance. We never returned to Clairville. 

You will not quarrel with digression, Beatrice, 
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which has led me from Italy to Switzerland; 
still, still my heart beats fondly for the land ; the 
best loved links of memory are those which bind 
me to it, to Ireland, to our aunt, to you. 



LETTER XIL 

[Beatrice Momington, to Katheren, Countess of 

Blessingham.] 

Dunane Castle. 
^^ The shadows of superstition disperse; I feel 
glad and buoyant." Such are the words of your 
journal on which my eyes most often rest; fain 
would I extract from their perusal something to 
make my bosom throb with correspondent glad- 
ness ! Strange that I cannot sympathise in your 
felicity — Katheren rejoices, and yet my heart is 
sad — I dare not say how sad my sister — it is not 
coldness, it is not because I am far away from the 
scenes of your splendour, from the magic influence 
which you too well describe — ^no Katheren ; in the 
silence of midnight the spontaneous prayer for 
your welfare is breathed, even with more fervour 
than when we lost in affection for each other the 
sense of our separate identity, when our tastes^ 
feelings, circumstance and opinions were the same. 
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How painful is deliberation when there is but a 
choice of evils ! At one moment I am irresistibly 
impelled to caution you against credulity, at an- 
other I eondemn the impulse which urged me to 
awaken you from such blissful security. May it 
not be reserved for Katheren to charm the stub- 
bom heart, to change unnatural rancour into the 
sweet affections of humanity ? May not, she, be- 
come the enchantress at whose purifying touch the 
baleful will cast off its poison ? — But I commit 
you to a wiser, a surer direction than chance, 
Katheren, to the guidance of Him who will, here 
or hereafter, manifest his justice ! Were I per- 
mitted to reveal a sad and touching story, there is 
a line in your letter which would silence me; it 
was marked too by a trembling hand, once most 
dear to you. — Ah sister ! could you have noted the 
pale, watchful, anxious face that bent over my 
shoulder to peruse the characters traced by Kathe- 
ren. — My dear, dear aunt ! her throbbing interest 
could not be satisfied ; she chid the tardiness of my 
speech, because I read of you ; there is more truth, 
more eloquence, in one glance of her speaking 
eye, than in all the extravagance of sentiment, or 
rant of theatrical declamation. Sincerity, Kathe^ 
ren, delights in simplicity, needs not pompous 
language to be credited; art alone tries to elude 
scrutiny and win conviction, by high sounding 
epithets ; it dazzles to deceive. 

VOL. III. D 
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I never heard dimt my aunt had been aequanntetf 
with a fimdU bearing the name of Vanesk ; she 
replied with reserve to my questions^ though eri- 
dently conscious of the person. I may wrong your 
new friend by su^esting caution; ifshe be artless, 
she evidences that what is pernicious in our nature 
may by firmness be subdued, for has she not ac-* 
knowledged, that she is gifted with a <^ Proteus 
power to dissemble and deceive?" 

But I will turn from what you will term my 
perpetual series of doubts, apprehensions, and ad- 
monitions, to narrative. 

' Mrs. Susan repeats a marvellous tale, related by 
our domestic Jeremiah, of a madman, melancholy 
and hannless, who wanders in the neighbourhoods 
No proof, however, is given of his insanity, save 
his silence, his loneliness, and the singularity of 
bis garb. A rude cord, girt round his waist, con- 
fines a cloak of black serge; a cross is suspended 
from the symbolic girdle^ while a monk's cowl 
conceals his face. Jeremiah protests that he recog^ 
niaes in this person a hermit who once occupied, 
for some months, a roofless apartment in the old 
abbey, and with whom your devoted friend Tha- 
deus, kept up secret communication ; this latter, 
when questioned, replies by quips and aphorisms, 
and thus cunningly contrives, with alternate gibe 
and parable, to make it, what Mrs. Susan terms 
< a moot point,' whether he be ignorant or wary. 
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The mind preoccapied by mournful presages will 
not readily lend itself to investigate idle or unim- 
portant matter; the little romance with which our 
faithful Susan sought to win me from melancholy 
mustncra would scarcely have been remembered. 
h«l I L myself, in one of my rambles, met wiA 
this angular ascetic. 

I had descended the steep bank on which the 
castle is seatM, and had wandered to some distance, 
towards a cottage which stands on the margin of 
the lake and which was formerly inhabited by a 
couple named Sweeney, who (suspected of nefa- 
rious practices) absconded. The bright glow of an 
autumnal evening shed a golden tint on lake and 
mountain ; even the wooded vale stole soft efful- 
gence from the sun's dilated disk; the wintry 
torrent, now dwindled to the gurgling stream, 
rippled from the mountain's side, met in its de- 
scent the shelving rock, then leaping timidly from 
crag to crag, refracting in its fell the sun's last 
rays, each drop a diamond, found its deep bed and 
flowed on, softly murmuring, as if thankful for 
repose. 

The deserted little tenement looked sad and 
cheerless 'mid the wild and beauteous profusion of 
nature, yet was its quiet loneliness, which recalled 
a tale of sin and sorrow, more in unison with the 
tone of my feelings than the richer and gayer 
features oi the landscape. I would linger awhile 

D 2 
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and indulge this pensive mood; my eyes wandered 
in search of some resting-place^ when they were 
attracted by a figure leaning against a rude stone 
cross which superstition or sanctity had erected to 
admonish or propitiate. The dress of this person 
was too singular to escape recognition ; I was con- 
scious of beholding the subject of Susan's story. 
The cowl had fallen from his head, which was 
thrown back, and the grand outline of his marked 
features was distinctly visible. There was nothing 
to repel or terrify; I approached still nearer, hoping 
to attract attention — he remained motionless — 
again I examined the countenance; his head and 
forehead were entirely bare, save where a circlet 
of dark brown hair defined the tonsure; thought 
or time, sorrow or remorse had imprinted on his 
ample brow, furrows, which would have betokened 
age but for a brightness in the dark blue eyes, up? 
lifted in devotion, a softness in the countenance^ 
which induced the belief that time, alone, had not 
traced lines so fixed and palpable. Wiiile I gazed 
the lips were parted; a prayer, beautiful in form, 
sublime in address was uttered in tones full and 
harmonious; the buzzing insect, the whispering 
breeze, the murmuring stream were hushed, or 
else my charmed ear could only catch, sounds, that 
stole on the solemn stillness in words v^hich 'heaven 
alone seemed fit to hear.' Involuntarily I joined 
in the closing aspiration; the monk started; hia 
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fi&ce was quickly shrouded. I recoiled a few paces; 
reverence was changed to fear — why should he 
conceal himself? — -I turned away, and, with slight 
trepidation, began to retrace the broken pathway. 
The sound of quick and spirited footsteps in pur- 
suit checked my speed; If evil were intended, I 
was aware that flight could not avail; I stopped, 
turned, and humbly bent my head. The monk 
approached me. — " Thy judgment is correct, 
daughter,** said he, impressively; " trust wins pro- 
tection even from the wicked; who could betray 
confiding helplessness? Onward to thy dwell- 
ing, Heaven will guard thee !" The ambiguity of 
his first words was redeemed by the deep earnest- 
ness of his final averment. I resumed my route 
with surer step, nor stopped nor spoke until I 
reached the wooded steep, although my ear in- 
formed me I was not unattended. Old Susan ap- 
peared, slowly descending the precipitous path; I 
looked for my companion — he was gone. 

Doctor El win, to whom I imparted this little 
incident, supposes the stranger to be one of the 
fraternity of Jesuits, who, since the general 
suppression of their order, have wandered, as in- 
clination or circumstance suggested. Why this 
person should so strictly conceal himself we cannot 
determine^ for although the community was abo- 
lished by edict of a Pope, yet, even in Rome, its 
secret existence is still tolerated. 
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Emma is now Lady Moreland; could I, like yoa 
Katheren, with a touch happy and careless, com* 
Wne and condense, I would sketch for your amuse- 
ment the somewhat ludicrous, but still worthy 
Mrs. Elwin, in the bustle of bridal festivity, alter- 
nately pleased, puzzled, flattered, frightened and 
^ted, all sensations at length mei^ing into satia- 
fiietion so supreme and overpowering, that in the 
overflowing of her gratified vanity she positively 
wept at anticipating the envy and vexation of Mrs, 
Jefferson. I would paint the timid joy of Emmay 
the chastened triumph of Lucy, the full content of 
all; but Katheren will be satisfied that her friends 
are happy, nor wonder if in her absence I cannot 
move a string to mirth. My heart alone responds 
to the melancholy or the mournful — happy ! when 
shall I be happy ? Ah ! ELatheren, Katheren. 



LETTER XIIL 

[ICatheren, Countess of Blessingham, to Beatrice 

MomiDgton.] 

Florence. 

A LETTER from Ireland ! ** As* cold waters 

to the thirsty soul so is good news from a tax 

country !'' 'Tis opened — read — ^what a revolution 

in my feelings !•>— constraint| aiabiguity, mysterious 
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bints, ^oblique reproaches ! — Was it for these I 
prayed and hoped ? — I will not believe that Bea^- 
trice could afflict her sister — I'll read again — ^a 
gleam of satisfaction — doubt ! doubt of my afiec- 
tion Rotated your paradox, and in tliat doubt I 
read the fulness of my empire in your heart; those 
only doubt who fondly love ! Thus do I resolve the 
obscure tenor of your letter; if I deceive myself! 
-—No, BO) His not delusion ! Thus eheered I will 
resume my journal. 

Eva, who has been absent for several days, in 
returned from her Bungalow, the whimsical name 
she gives to her villa on the Arno. She left ua 
hurriedly and in alarm; her father was seized 
with sudden and serious indisposition. The gloom 
that saddened her pretty face at parting is now 
dispelled ; enquiry was needless ; her laughing 
dimples announced her father's restoration ; again 
she seems to float on ether« I could love her 

dearly, but for • . Sister, which is the most 

baneful propensity of our nature? which is the 
most tormenting? I would guard against it. As 
yet my heart is light and joyous; why should I 
anticipate the realization of dreamy fancies? I 
often wonder whether you love Edward Jermyn 
as I love Mornington. — Ah! Beatrice, you are 
happily formed for those ^ still small joys that ask 
but little space;' you are too frankly excellent to 
^a$0mbl0f to rivet your chains by the affectatioa 



56 THE PREDICTION. 

of caprice, while I, proudly perverse, at times will 
mask my legitimate, unchangeable, and true at- 
tachment, merely to call forth the gestures of 
idolatry. I would engross every sentiment, every 
faculty of him I estimate, I would be entwined 
with his existence, the inseparable companion of 
his hopes and fears, his joys and griefs ; in short, 
I would be to him that which— did pride permit 
me to be ingenuous — the world would soon per- 
ceive he is to me. Should such feelings wither 
beneath the palsying breath of apathy, of indif- 
ference ; should another . Then will I seek 

in the approbation of the multitude for that fe- 
licity which . But how I rave ! I ! — wedded 

to a man honorable, upright, noble, who though 
he meet my waywardness with the firm dignity 
of wounded rectitude, still soothes repentance with 
the yielding fondness of a lover. You have often 
called me visionary ; you were right ; I sometimes 
dwell on fancies till intense pondering gives my 
shadows substance ; they move before me, I con- 
sider them as real, and question or pursue them 
like the senseless somnambulist. It was in such 
a state of ideal wandering that I digressed from 
Eva ; thus you must ascribe this flight to my un- 
conquerable propensity for the wild and imagi- 
native, which is indulged even when it torments. 

Though Eva is avowedly the prot6g^e of Lady 
Blessingham and at will the inmate of this palace. 
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where she is treated with marked deference, yet 
at times I feel suspicion that neither perfect con- 
fidence nor sincere amity subsists between her and 
her patroness. Eva, I am told, is petulant and 
headstrong, faults perhaps resulting from the ex- 
eessive indulgence of her surviving parent, whom 
the Countess describes as arbitrary to all t>eneath 
his sway, save to this, his only and adored child, 
the heiress of exhaustless wealth accumulated at 
the risk of life and sacrifice of health in the 
burning climate of the East. Perhaps my aunt's 
counsels, which would, if possible, neutralize the 
weak indulgence of this doting parent, are con- 
demned as importunate. I speak only from sur- 
mise ; Lady Blessingham has never yet, directly, 
censured Eva ; still there ai*e gestures admonitory 
or repreheiisive which certainly imply disappro^ 
bation. Eva, however, receives such silent censure 
with the careless indifference of an innocent or a 
stubborn spirit, while her Hindu attendant, Sinda, 
the watchful and almost constant companion of 
her mistress, angrily retorts these silent marks of 
disapproval, darts froq^ the comers of her singu- 
larly lengthened eyes, glances of defiance so flash- 
ing and mysterious, that, although this person 
moves in subordinate capacity, she fixes my at- 
tention and excites my wonder even more than 
her changeable mistress, who, from flights of wild 
frolic or sparkling humour, will suddenly sink 

p 5 
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into silence and dejection ; tben, starting^ as ab- 
ruptly from her reverie, will warble an air so 
wild, so sad and sweet, that I should have thought 
it stolen from Switzerland or Ireland, had she not 
told me it was Sinda taught her. 

You should see this Sinda, Beatrice ; she by no 
means corresponds with the idea we had conceived 
of the shy looking, wheedling, bashful Hindft, 
meek and smiling. Reserved, silent and vi^- 
lant, Sinda seems to possess an indirect eye 
and ear for every one and every thing; each 
sense is active as though she trod a path beset 
by vipers and her very life depended on dis- 
cretion. Resembling her country-women only in 
her caution, she looks and listens, but she seldom 
speaks ; yet hers is not the shrinking and childish 
caution of the coward mind; 'tis the steady, 
icrutinizing watchfulness of the deep observer, not 
trembling and creeping, but resolute, circumspect 
and guarded ; consummate art might quail at the 
inquisition of her keen dark eye, an eye from 
whose sidelong glance I oflten turn affrighted, 
for it certainly recalls to memory some one, 
fearful in form or circumstance, yet undis- 
coverable, even by. the most minute retrospective 
investigation. Her unceasing wariness is also 
inconceivable. What cause can induce it ? I am 
eonsciousof her extraordinary power, but know 
not why it la thus exercised, whether it be for 
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good or evil. One thing alone is manifest ; she is 
not selfish in her prudence, her every thought, 
^Eiculty and feeling are engrossed by her nursling, 
Eva returns this attachment, but I suspect that 
her entire eonfidence is only possessed by Mor- 
nington ; his sympathy alone seems acceptable or 
sought for ; like the sensitive Mimosa, she shrinks 
from other contact, as if unhallowed ; perhaps the 
sanctity of their friendship might be profaned by 
the participation of souls less sublimated.^ — Who 
would interrupt such sacred union !— even the 
Countess smiles contemptuously, as she marks this 
girPs whispered communications to my husband ; 
yet at times Eva looks so artless, so affectionate, 
so innocent, that, softened by her winning manner, 
I would fold her to my heart, as a sister, could I 
be assured of her sincerity. You Beatrice, also^ 
have fostered my suspicions-^-but again I wimdw 
from my narrative. 

With the exeeption of the singular Asiatic, and, 
perhaps, of Eva, Lady Blessingham is universally 
idolized; she is the object of popular applause 
and of private enthusiasm ; friends, acquaintance, 
domestics, dependants, seem inspired by the same 
elevated sentiments of love and admiration when 
they speak of her, I have not yet seen her so- 
perior, even in condition, for the grand Duke and 
Dutchess are at their country seat. Were I to 
judge by tbe acclamations which pursue us in our 
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daily excursioDs^ I should conclude that tbe 
CouDtess Beatrice shares with their popular 
sovereign the suffrages and aiFcction of the people. 
Her charities are so extensive that her son won- 
dered at her management of those resources which 
could supply such princely generosity and at tbe 
same time support such princely expenditure ; 
yet, when of age, he found his revenues encreased^ 
his estates unincumbered, and when he spoke of 
enlarging his mother's means of gratifying her 
benevolence, he was assured that her income was 
all sufficient. Her dress is grave and unadorned, 
but there is a striking grandeur in her appearance 
which dazzles more than ornament Jewels she 
never wears, except on some high festivals and on 
her son's birth-day, when she is magnificent in 
decoration. Ah 1 Beatrice, what are my acquire-* 
ments to hers? Her accomplishments are so 
various, her mental powers so extraordinary, that 
when she chooses to delight she fixes every eye in 
wonder, every ear in rapture, while applause is 
silenced by deep emotion. Yet would she fain 
transfer to me the hom^e she receives ; her theme 
ijB always, Katberen. The multitude, fond of no^ 
yelty, fly to the new divinity, bend before her 
shrine with ready reverence, and feel or feign un- 
bounded admiration for the favorite's favorite. 

I would force myself to speak lightly on this 
subject, I would hide, even from you, my terror at 
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the fearful preeminence assigned me, but an irre-. 
presfiible impulse compels me to be sincere. I am 
placed on a pinnacle whose gilded surface does not 
always hide from me the peril of an exaltation too 
great for woman's equanimity; alternately in- 
toxicated and terrified, I now lose myself in the 
dizzy whirl of fashion, notoriety and adulation^ 
now recoil affrighted, and look around trembling 
and earnest for some friendly hand to guide me in 
safety from my giddy height to tranquil mediocrity. 
Momington was the first to rejoice at this ex- 
altation, to join the crowd of worshippers, whose 
cloying praise might, else, not haye proved long 
palatable, but, pleased that my husband should 
witness my triumph, in the whirl of excitement 
I encouraged the vain and frivolous, I tolerated 
the importunate, and ceased to censure the im-^ 
pertinent, perlnitting the expression of that fulsome 
Battery to flush my cheek with pleasure, which 
in my sober hours I would indignantly have 
spurned. 

At length, from the circle of fops and fribblersi 
I missed my husband. Was Mornington angry or 
inconsistent ? Indifferent or displeased ? My eye 
sought him through the vast and crowded saloon; 
he stood between his mother and Eva; his altered 
aspect at first alarmed me; pale, silent, his arms 
folded, his eyes fixed in thought or sullenness ! At 
last I caught his attention; irritated that he did 
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not obey my smiling summons, I checked the im- 
pulse that would have hurried me towards him, 
and again listened to the obsequious group, as if 
delighted with their blandishment. The gravity of 
my husband's brow remained unchanged. Surely 
he must have seen beneath the mask of levity, my 
resentment at his coldness, he must have marked 
my frequent anxious glances, now deprecating, 
now defying. Oh! how welcome was the hour of 
separation ! I feigned regret while my heart leap- 
ed at the signal which bade our guests depart! 

I retired unaccompanied; dismissing the asto- 
nished Judith, in expectation, almost sickening, I 
paced the room. Half an hour elapsed, magnified 
by anxiety into thrice that interval. Was it Eva's 
converse which thus detained my husband ? Was 
she the censor who had awakened his resentment? 
Thus dwelling on suspicions and injuries, perhaps 
im^n^y, I wrought myself into a frenzy of im- 
patience, and when Mornington at length appeared, 
I burst into passionate accusation. This was met 
with the same solemnity of aspect, the same digni- 
fied self-possession, depressing me by its freezing 
firmness, degrading me by its contrast with my 
ungovernable emotion, nor did he relent till, terri« 
fied at obduracy which — my heart grew cold at 
the suggestion — ^might be the forerunner of indiffe- 
rence, I acknowledged my error with tears of 
repentance, bitter to the haughty spirit Yel 



THE PREDICTIOy. 63 

scarcely was my humiliation complete when pride 
took alarm ; my heart swelled rebellious; I ques- 
tioned my own judgment in yielding to what was 
now deemed sullen inflexibility. Could I ascer- 
tain the correctness of those suspicions which 
suggest^ that secret and undermining influence 
induced this unlooked for severity, I, too, could be 
stoical and resolute. — But this is folly. — No Bea- 
trice, no, Mornington owns no influence para- 
mount to mine ; in the fulness of his fondness at 
my grief and my repentance, did he not confess 
that he felt my almost irresistible ascendency, eiren 
while he resented my seeming levity. Still I must 
not yield blindly to a fastidious delicacy in all 
that regards female punctilio and decorum, which, 
my aunt says, is the single weakness of her son's 
character. ^^ We must cauterize what we cannot 
otherwise cure, Katheren," continued this watch- 
fid guardian of my rights; << there are suscepti- 
bilities in our nature which, if encoui*aged, become 
dangerous and destructive." 
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LETTER XIV. 



The same to the same. 

Florence. 
I WAS writing to you this morning in a superb 
boudoir which the Countess had arranged for me, 
when Eva entered. She was in frolic mood, 
and playfully snatching from the gilded seggiola 
a Tel vet cushion, threw it at my feet, then, flinging 
on it her fairy form, cried gaily : — " Now Coun- 
tess Katheren, recline in your curule chair and 
pass sentence on plebeian Eva. I have stolen 
Sinda's periapt, her amulet, valued by her as is 
the sacred Zennaar, that complex and mystical 
thread, by the high caste Hind&." She displayed 
an old &8hioned gold chain, of elaborate work- 
manship, to which was appended a small, richly 
chased square box, of the same metal. ^^ Poor 
Sinda," I exclaimed, ^^ if it be a charm, and she 
share in the superstition of her countrymen, she 
will tremble at missing, even for a moment, that, 
which she fancies gifted with occult power to pro- 
tect or save. But there is certainly a cross in 
relief on the lid; strange that a Pagan should 
choose for her preservative such a symbol !" 
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" A Pagan !" repeated Eva. 

" Is she not a half caste Hindu ?" I enquired. 

^^ So she says, so says my father," replied Eva, 
hesitatingly. 

*^And so says Lady Blessingham," I added, 
smiling at her seriousness ; " therefore so it is." 

Eva fixed on me a searching glance. — "And 
from her assertion there is, then, no appeal ?' said 
she, slovt^ly, and with ambiguous emphasis. — I 
was silent, because uncertain of her meaning. — 
" Sinda's tongue almost belies her avowed de- 
scent," resumed Eva, quickly ; " but that may be 
accounted for by her long domestication in our 
family. She is however most certainly a Chris- 
tian ; her conversion too, must have been early, 
for she has often said that this chain and its ap- 
pendage had been worn from infancy. — Faithful 
woman ! devoted, disinterested, upright ! who 
forbade the germ of evil in my nature to blossom 
into deadly luxuriance ! no other mother shielded 
my infant helplessness !" 

Eva's deep sigh was responded. — " Like me 
then," said I, " you never saw a mother, — was 
yours an Englishwoman ?" 

" A European," answered Eva, " but I know 
not of what country ; I never heard her name ; 
neither my grandfather, nor, what is still more 
extraordinary, my father, ever mentioned her, 
always evading my anxious entreaties to tell me of 
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ray mother. I pondered and pined in secret, 
fearing this silence originated in some disgraceful 
cause; at last fancy suggested that the parent 
thag consigned to forgetfulness or reprobation, 
had been an Asiatic, perhaps 9 half caste. I flew 
to Sinda, who, terrified at my emotion, assured 
me that my mother was European, and of rank 
equal to my father." 

" And yoo," said I, " were bom J^ 

^^ In Benares, on the banks of the Ganges, -' 
added Eva, ^^ the spoiled and pampered child of 
luxury, the little tyrant of a thousand slaves, sur- 
rounded by all the pomp of goi*geous circumstance, 
of splendid indolence; not even the palaces of 
voluptuous Italy could vie with the habitation of 
my grandfather/' She ceased — her face was 
elouded ; I sat in fixed attention. — ^^ My dear, 
dear grandfather !" she exclaimed, starting from 
her recumbent posture, and kneeling before me, 
her eyes glittering through tears of regret,—^ 
^^ Katheren, he was to me all that you have told 
me Mrst Jermyn was to you ; the mild reprover of 
my faults, the kind encomiast of ray virtues, — ^alas ! 
these were but few ! — He was an Englishman, 
skilled in the solid learning of his native country, 
yet deeply versed in Eastern lore, singularly com«> 
bining simplicity and genius, by turns the steacly 
mentor and the playful humourist, now pointing to 
l^ure philosophy my dawning intellect, now lightly 
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Bkimming through the wilds of fiction and culling 
its harmless flowers for his infant pupil; always 
instructive, never tedious. — ^My guide, my com* 
panion, my friend, my playmate! — Eva wept 
and mourned for you ; she should have died with 
you !" 

Here the poor girl bent her head on my knee 
to hide her burst of grief. I would have raised 
her, but she resisted; clasping my hands in hers, 
as if grateful for my sympathy, her flexible 
features resumed their composure, and again 
indolently reclining, she continued : — 

<^ This bereavement left me, at an early age, 
guideless, abandoned to my wayward impulses; 
no other offspring shared with me the fatal ful* 
ness of a father^s indulgence. Romantic, inqui» 
sitive, uneontrolled, I turned from those sober 
pursuits recommended by my dear grandfather, to 
th^ study of Eastern literature, beautifiil and be* 
witching, though fantastic and marvellous; my 
language insensibly swelled into metaphorical 
hyperbole; pleased with the imaginative system of 
the Hindu Hierophants, I searched into the origin 
of their mythological belief, until my head became 
filled with the wild allegories and mystic theories 
of a religion as incodsistent as fanciful. Rejecting 
its most glaring extravagances, while I impercep* 
tibly imbibed its superstitions, I almost shared in 
the speculative absurdities of its priesthood, and 
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would fain have coniiected their crumbling fabric 
with the adamantine pillars of the Christian Faith. 
My imagination thus clinging to fictions, mon- 
strous and disproportioned as the figures in their 
bloodnstained temples, I lost myself in this wilder- 
ness of falsehood. Faitli, with its healing comforts 
and wholesome restrictions, had fled, and left n/e 
a vain idealist, enthusiastic, unsettled, 'capricious 
and headstrong. Sinda at length perceived my 
delusion, which she rather felt than understood. 
She at first silently laid before me the Book of 
Truth I had been accustomed to read with my 
departed friend, and which had been forsaken 
for pursuits fabulous and chimerical. Indignant 
at an interference which exasperated in proportion 
as it was felt to be necessary and just, I burst into 
reproach ; she remonstrated, but finding argument 
unavailing, she disregarded my threats, opposed 
firmness to passion, and boldly appealed to my 
father. — *^ Ah ! Katheren, the tie that, then, bound 
my ungovernable spirit to my parent was feeling 
not duty ! — Is sentiment strong enough to restrain 
a poor mutable creature, impetuous and self^ 
willed ? — He too, who, by example does not en- 
force his doctrine, is little heeded ; my poor fa- 
ther could never curb, in himself, violent emotion ; 
was it probable he should long influence a child 
whose obedience was of the heart not of the head, 
a being completely devoid of religious restriction, 
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the only sure guardian of our principles? — My 
faithful and firm attendant was not discouraged ; 
in mind uncultivated, but in understanding bold 
and correct, she was conscious of her own insuf- 
ficiency, and sought out a holy man, a missionary. 
— He could not eradicate the seeds of evil, but he 
prevented their full expansion, and led me back to 
him who, if I supplicate with humble fervor, will 
surely aid ! — I am still fimciful, wayward, vola- 
tile, but, thank Heaven ! I am a Christiaq." 

Eva ceased, — we were both silent for some 
moments ; — I mused on her little story, in which 
however, though apparently spontaneous and art- 
less, no cause was assigned for that deep despon- 
dency which at times overwhelms her. 

^^ In how many points do we resemble each 
other, Eva," said I, '^ in character we assimilate 
much more than I and my sister ; you are indeed 
exempt from my distinguishing failings, pride, 
and ambition ; yet were our claims to the divine 
title you arrogate, submitted to Beatrice, she 
would unhesitatingly pronounce that with our 
present pui'suits and propensities, neither deserved 
the name of Christian." 

" Would to Heaven I could resemble her !" 
said Eva, fervently, " Katheren, when you por- 
tray that cherished sister, I think that you des- 
cribe the kindred soul of Mornington." 
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<^And for that reagon you would resemble 
her?" said I, with f(»'ced composare. 

<^ We do not always love those most, whom 
most we resemble," said Eva, sighing deeply; 
<^ man is inconsistent and capricious, flying irom 
his semblance to his very opposite, admiring what 
he cannot imitate, adoring that perfection he can 
never attain, and deserting congenialitj^ of mind, 
taste, and temperament." 

This i^)eech was too paradoxical for my com* 
prdiension ; if Momington were not the implied 
subject, to whom did she allude ? 

Eva's beauty and wealth are not without thehr 
worshippers, yet, although a keen, becac^e an 
interested observer, I could never detect a glance 
of preference, or even a mark of encouragement 
from this whimsical being. Her suitors are suc- 
cessively bantered, derided and rejected, with the 
most careless and amusing nonchalance; an un- 
concerned spectator might augur insensibility 
from this seeming indifference, but I have no in- 
sight into character if there be not a flame beneath 
this frost, which, if encouraged, may destroy. 
^^Mornington," resumed Eva, thus demonstrating 
the sulbjeet of the reverie which had for some 
moments engrossed her — '^even Mornington is 
inconsistent !" I knew not whether to feel flat- 
tered, offended, or alarmed by this assertion, made 
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with deliberate emphasis; she proceeded in a 
lively tone, yet I fancied that liveliness assumed : 
- — ^^ You have beard him, Katheren, declaim 
against luxury, yet look around you ; rank, to be 
sure, must have its concomitants and aj^ndages ; 
plebeian and patrician should not be confounded, 
but mark the ostentatious, I had almost said the 
voluptuous splendour of this palace ; I, the weak 
nursling of indulgence, reared in the hot-bed of 
Eastern gaudery, advocate this pomp, and am 
consistent, but note the discrepancy between 
Mornington's sentiments and admissions; he 
sanclions what he condemns, and tolerates that 
which he reprobates. Here we repose on cushions 
of down, whose velvet vies in brightness of 
hue with the charm-conferring tint of the Hinna, 
purfles and fringes of gold fatiguing the eye with 
splendour. Look at those alcoves and regal ca- 
nopies, those crystals^ gems, and ,** 

** You forget," said I, interrupting her, " that 
this palace was c^orated by Momington's father." 

^^ And like the laws of the Medes and Persians, 
his arrangements are, I suppose, irreversible,'' sh^ 
cried gaily, yet I fancied that a smile of derision 
curled her lip — " Well, we will concede that the 
late Lord Blessingham authorised this excess, and 
even that this profusion of ornament, of sumptu- 
ous decoration, is the necessary adjunct of wealth 
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liarbours a nnked st^tue^? Bt4>. ,pAiyeutattare^ fen-' 
haps, liWpopesi i;:jfaUible«!V : i .;. m. - m\ . .n-^i.^? 

<VYou do np^ mean to.insmuato,'' saidlyindigH 
nanUy, ^^ that Mpmington'a * profession oC, )tbo«6 : 
sentiments is merely jip €|eep»" 

^^Moruington!" said Eva, with energy, <' Heaven 
forbid ! as far as humanity can, he approaches per- 
fection, but from long habitt even the profane 
looks holy/' 

I was neither satinfted with Uie eulogium nor 
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eengure, and exclainned angrily — ^^ You point then,' 
Eva, at the Conntess Dowager; one may shoot 
arrows at the sun.'' 

In a moment her sportive grac^ fled; she looked 
at me with the most touching earnestness. Bear 
trice, there is between you and Eva not the slightest 
shade of resemblance — ^at least I had never before 
thought there was — and yet, at the moment, she 
looked so like my darling sister, that but for my 
still swelling resentment I could have wept over 
her — " You are angry," said she, mildly; " perhaps 
seal led me to indiscretion; we should not amplify 
evil, even to call forth circumspection; my colours 
were too glaring; I startled when I only meant to 
awaken, but Eva, thus, will never more offend you, 
Katberen." She took my hand; I could not re- 
skt her sweet persuasive countenance, yet, even 
while I embraced her, your caution against my 
* new iriend' recurred. — Strange ! I would rather 
suspect her of deceit^ than believe her su^estions. 
Why should the insinuations of the prejudiced dis- 
turb me? And yet they did, they do. — Beatrice, 
pray that I may not relapse into my former toi> 
turing doubts ! 

To return. The awkwardness which always 
succeeds even amicable controversy, prevented our 
resuming conversation. Eva, lingering, and hesi- 
tating, at last took a book^ while I, apparently 
writing, was tracing unmeaning characters, when 

VOL. III. E 
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the d(M>r was daehed open, and Jtiditb,^e?refy fMtm& 
distorted by rage or frief, )Hlnrt1i!ita tfa^'r^^. 
^c flung herself at my feet, and wrijajgiH!^^ her 
kmds, and rocking herself to and fro^ t^Mube^ed 
a most piteous wail, in a langtege^Wen^f^'liil^ 
totally incomprehensible. PereeiTii^ tiiaf^Midib 
extiraoi'diiiary excitemcint operandi 6n 1^, too 
powerfiilly for argmnent or repttNSff to ptidrai^l 
detemdised to aWait patiently tiii diis ebisAltion 
had subsided; it was the anrest m^tfiod^^ ckkaikt" 
ihg ihfbrmation,'fi>r Judith, finding me sifeift,<llkd 
apparently indifferent, abandoned Iter Brtb^^r 
Etaglisfa, and exclaimed— ^ To lliliik o' wha€ Tb 
cdme to without a will o* my own ! withotrt* %> 
much as a word o' wamin' ! Sure 'tisn^'myiSi^is 
iiei'e ! 'tis swopped I am !— A thief indeed ! there's 
a purty pass for my mother's child !* for rty Other's 
daughter ! — Who knows but Til wake one flay in 
find myself hanged !— Rob ! 'tis I'm rc/bhed; Bfcy 
wits are stole — 'deed an' 'deed I'm mad my hAf ! 
'deed an' 'deed J am !" she repeated, grasping^tey 
hand with one of heiis, 'while the other tras waved 
to and from her lips, with a motion so ludiCiNjdriy 
impressive, that Eva, who had dbtwn ^tfi^r to 
console, fell back upon her chair, fewSg^hg 
hysterically. - < ; s. 

A slight noise drew our attention to the door — 
"Come in," cried Judith, springing from her 
kneeling' posture, "Come in, you black imp you. 



w'^j^'t |gtw4 (il]^^f^^£n«Qi&' an^ flourishin' your 
f^ck lika a monkey at a fair/'. > 

Ttiif jgiegrp, JBopja, eBt#ired,^e8pectftiUy wayeia 
iip^^il^ifer w^9, \7)ucfa b^: a^way^canae^ and 
makwg profouod ob^isancie— ^^ Misaes ^iiida be for 
qpfiak T?;i4 d« Po^ptaif8." 

,, <^ Qojsmtefis iQ<U^ 1" iiiterrupt^d Judithji <^ I wijab 
tli9,4^.^ad ii^y^f. dawned that i^de ^er one I" , 

, yS^ awoUen. &c^» st^rix)^ eye$ and wiJd gestwrfis 
of^ij^ g^if .fiT^v^nted rebifke; I begaa to.fear tliat 
j4mb n^.i^eal^y derwg^d, and eagerly e^qnirj^d fpr 
S^nda* : T^e )}^|^du> who bad been waiting at ^^ 
d<^r^ qwetly^ adF^need. Judith i^ecopimcinced her 
wi|4 Failing— " P?»y> pray dear nurse explain*' 
crii^ JSva. . 

" Th^ ri^dle^i^ ^ily read," said Sinda, calmly^ 
fVyou^ Miss Eva^ J now ^e, hay e. caused all this 
^9fa^hwfi^J^ She pointed to the chain before 
ipentiopc^, which I had flung round Eva's neck, 
and which had remained there, forgotten by both> 
until thia.mom^nt. 

. *[ Sur/ely," I cried, warmly, " you have not 
accused—" 

^f God forbid !" interrupted the woman, quickly, 
<^ I missed, the chain, and spoke of it; a person in 
this palace bent her finger at that poor girl; I 
neither accused nor suspected Judith; indeed I 
once forewarned Her of her foe, and now I told her 
• plainly of the slander; the child wants patience, 

£ 2 



76 THE PBEDICTIOir, 

she wouldn't wait to hear my words, bat, in a 
passion, flew to you." 

*^ To set me up for a thief!" shouted Judith — ^ 
^^ for a thief I my lady — the word is as bad as a 
rope, for it well nigh choked me*" 

^^ And who has dared to brand you thug, my 
poor girl?" said Eva, soothipgly; but Sweeney 
seemed dumbstricken, her eyes, now almost start* 
ing from their sockets, were turned to the door*- 
way, where stood Pauline, smiling and curtsying. 
Suddenly Judith made a ^ring, and but for Sind^y 
who caught and, 'spite of her struggles, held her 
firmly, she would inevitably have strangled tbfi 
French woman. This latter, without the slightest 
symptom of discomposure, approached mer^^ha 
was in despair at such commotion; my ladyahip-s 
nerves must be annihilated ; and for nothing; only 
a jest, quite harmless in meaning — ^no one could 
be more persuaded of Mrs. Sweeney's pi^objty 
than she was, 

" Don't b'lieve a word of her blarney my Jady," 
vociferated the still struggling Judith, ^* she can't 
compose on me any more, for her tongue is as clear 
to me now as my own ; you must learn her gab 
willy nilly, for she's always chattcrin'." 
. Pauline glanced on her antagonist with the most 
perfect Mangfroid^ then looking at me, pointed to 
her forehead ; while the significant gesture was ren- 
dered still more provoking by a shrug and a simper. 
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* ^ Nonfe 0? your grins, Madam Qoose," shrieked 
the now furious Judith, ^^ or you may chance to 
meaistfre the length o' my hand on your cheek again, 
iaay^di'lin^; you ^cf^get the ni^htj may be, when 
my lady gave high wdrds to my lord, and I found 
J6k efodhkled lik^ a rabbit on- your haunches^ with 
yo^fAe set^ouged into the keyhole"— Poor thijdg ! 
r >dJOiight''twad in a fit, so I just gave it a cold 
d^ttbht^th the hot waiter, an' a fHendly tap to r«- 
vSv^ it^-^Millyanft ! how she scr^echM ! the cap an' 
doff I^ wc^e all ^poiled^what a pity ! water to be 
suire tntfkettf tWstilSest cawl anf curlin limber, but 
then liSQtknd' box saveft pi^nt, ybu know.- This 
m^Yy^ conceit operated like ftiagic on' Judith; the 
ferment of fury stAmided, and a pc^ of laughter 
effi^edlier felense from Sinda. I was about to 
itiVeistigate the truth of her accusation, when Bonja 
abiridunced the approach of the Cbuntess Dowager. 
Sfa^ eiUteredy'akid gazed with some astonishment at 
the assembled group; different emotions combined 
to i^roddf^ the same effect on all-^we were silent, 
and,-^-^iccept Jlidith, whose eyes still twinkled 
titr6ug)i team of mirth — serious. <^ Is it you, 
Evft," ^id the Countess, <<who have got np this 
masquerade for the amusement of my daughter ? 
Vbtt are, I know, in fimcy fertile, and in device in- 
gentoti^;' methinks however your characters might 
ha^e beett better chosen." — Sinda darted on the 
spM&l^ to indignant glance. 
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<<Trae enougL," cried tlie unacooiintable /affitfa^ 
^ tome of our cbarakters want a little coVMln^ k 
nate patch or two wouldn^t be amiss, at Ull'at all, 
but as to masqueraders, your dowgersbipV if tfa'ei^ 
be any shams here, His none of I, nor yet ^ lady. 
To be sure it am't fit that the likes df us shbnld be 
huddled with quality, higgledy piggledy, lHb6 dncka 
in a ditch. — I only come to clear myself,' Mlst^^ds 
Sinda here to back me, Madame Frizzle tberb'^to 
get quits of one fib by swearing another, and atsfbr 
Blacky, he's Miss Eva's tantany pl^ you knoW.** ' 

<^ I can understand nothing from thisgik>dgiti\( 
speech," said the Countess, <* save that Patdiih^' Is 
accused of falsehood; I never knew her to* titter 
one." / • 

^ One !" shouted the untameaUe Judith,' '^ eke ! 
no, to be sure, but twenty ! you may count to' high 
as you plase and fpll short, for the matter of '^at. 
Why donH your dowgership remember t^llln* my 
lady, your own self, you took her in 'cause she had 
neither kith, kin nor copper, when wealiknoiNf^iriio 
is own brother^s child to your dowgerilhip^t hsa de 
sham, Madame Camil, vnth a mint of motaey ! 
Who told the story then ? It must be yon or lihe 
you know." 

^Katheren," sud the Countess, mildly,' ^ you 

would not that I should answer the vulgar adcu- 

' sation of rude ignorance; but in vindication of 

Pauline I must say, she scarcely knew of CfUi^V^ 



THE PREDICTION 79 

fqdj^caace, and th(»r meeting ber^ was entirely 
unforespen.'' 

i A ^lapce of peculiar meaning, wbjich Eva seemed 
jkpcamprehendy waashot fromt)ie keen eye of Sinda. 
i"Ho:W coraicaU" said Judith, "I could never 
fprget aunt Cbusy that way." 
• i .Thoogh proTc^jed by the girl's pertinacHQus 
boUbcifpS) .I.wa^ a^l more indignant at the furtive 
gla^poB exjphac^ed between the Hindu and her 
,l^^^re88^ Ypu kjskOWy Beatrice, how much I loathe 
those, fwin)^ ajod Qods and wreathed smiles,' whioh 
xiritb i^i4l<>l¥(^1^9 cunning and cowardly, would 
, boo^^.in|ic |the.iuiwary and cast the wrong upon the 
i^^jured^f My dear aunt," I cried, "why descend 
to explanation ? Audacity at least shall be punish- 
i^fi^ wqiiid. that I. could as e^ily silence secret 
rdetractiop; Judith, you. will instantly prepare to 
ir^uffn Jhomef^V 

f., ^^ ,Withoal yoii, my lady !'^ cried the girl, in a 

^i^nmot hoAToa: and amazement; ^^ why then upon 

; my cpf^i^ I won't, so there's a^ ^d to it/* 

;, , Oisdaiqiog to contend with a menial, I wayed 

Jbier.M^f. quit the room — '^Miss KLatheven, Miss 

KaAeoren,!' cried the girW wrin^ng her ban^s^.* ^I'd 

jump at your biddin', Vd quit the room,, an' the 

.plaee, an* the land, a«' pry a good riddaope, but 

'twill Vill me to leav^ you 'moQg goch unchristian 

folk«, You may send off my careassi^ but my ghost 

|fjyil.|;U9g.ta.yaii»>' i ;. • f 
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^^ May the honest heart and goilelcsi^ tpngiie 
prevail!" ejaculated SincUu 

*^ God bless you ! and speak a goo^ . wo^ for 
ine^ good woman," cried Judith, griping thp 
Hindu, ^^ I feared you first, but now ^duSre IiJEe 
oiie of my own — ^"Tis all eiicbant];pent this place, 
isn't it Ma'am ? not fit for God's servants to 'liicte 
in-— mightn't it be magic, Ma'am, aH' vanish one 
day in a flash ? — There," she continued, rapidlr 
and with most extraordinary gesticulation, fl|nging 
her arms towards the marble figures whicn ortik- 
mented the room, ^* you think them stone do you ? 
— no such thing agrah ! they're flesh an' blood, the 
same as you and I am; 'tis all purtence; they can 
move fast enough when the right voice bids 'um." 
—She nodded significantly, still addressing Sinda. 
— ^^ I've bad dreams, Ma'am, an' fancies, an' fairy 
ridins, an' one night I walked in my, sleep to the 
great round hall, where them starin' ould Grecians 
are stuck, an' what do you think I see. Ma'am?' 
— ^her voice dropped — " Faicks ! such fiisks. and 
fandangees as no mortal ever made; whoop ! went 
one> an' hop went another, pekeerin' an' whiskin', 
bowin' and scrapin' to themselves quite purlite if 
you plase! then practisin' their steps, like a Dutch 
dancin'-master, round an' round they went, then 
cover the buckle, then heel an' toe, then smack the 
finger an' round again ; an old frizzled frump like 
a Jew, with a long beard an' powder'd wig, playin' 
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the bagpipesi and settin' the whole tote of 'um a 
goin'." 

^* The statues P' interrupted Eva. 

^^ Yes Ma'am, them self^me grim jockies t^al 
by daylight seem stock still as dead salmon the 
cheats, were all hard at it, just like our Dingle 
neighbours at Mr. Mulloy's wake." 

It was impossible to check this incorrigible girl; 
her surpassing volubility baffled all restraint. The 
Countess gazed at her in perplexed and, I thought, 
apprehensive amazement. Sinda and her mistress 
presented strange contrast, Eva almost convulsed 
with laughter, while big tears trickled down the 
swart cheeks of the Hindu. The Frenchwoman, 
though unconscious of the meaning, lifted up her 
hands, and groaned aloud at the extravagant gesv 
tures and wild looks of the excited Irish girl.— ^ 
*^ Compose yourself, poor child," said Sind^; 
<^ your mind is disturbed; 'twas a dream, or the 
nightmare; come with me," she was le^iding her 
from the apartment, 

^^ No, no," cried Judith, resisting, <( not without 
leave to stay an' watch my mistress; there's mis* 
chief a brewin'; come back," she cried, piteously5 
^'come back, my I^dy, to your own, own aunt; you 
never cried in Kerry> Miss Katheren,an' now you 
never laugh; whereas all our joy gone I wonder? 
W<5'11 fina it again iu KUlarney. Miss Katheren, 

£ S 
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w!d Tade, ftn* Miss Beatrie«, ^Avnt <(9iturjr 'mi* 
Jerry, an* good, good Madam Jermjti.*'' • ' -^'^'^i 

Tbe associataon, thodgh liidier<M«,' Wtfi^fltftetk^; 
I burst hilo tears; a eoaynlflrr^iob mmf&Affifid the 
mysterioiM Asiatic — ^ Fm to Bt«y A«ii; itfli>>fOia 
eome too my lady, ani^ I ?' said ifiidHh^* <l«iut- 
ingly, ^^when Pm tufiMBd away tt»b^'H'ffight ^^vid 
whto they blaspheme MbKhm dfermytii*5^'^ ♦yIwv 

• *<D^me my aunt !* I cried; «• trh<><?^'^ '^^'^i* 

^ Why, first and foremost, Madim^ FiNnitfU^i^aa 
stands there co^erin^ with her mktrei0,'fiMiik'like 
mklalf drawn cork." jI>:" 

I indignantly questioned PtoKne, wbMe sihipsf - 
ing oalmnesB A'unished; her eharaeteribtA^ 'SbrAg 
ttnd affected astonishment were ineffeetiMl td<:cMa-» 
eeal the flush of fear or of resentment; 'sbelMMHy 
denied the chaise, and passionately' itlv^rij^ed 
togainst her accuser. It was now Ja<tiA-s Ptitn to 
provoke; with the most comic imitation, like 
nimicked the grimace of the French woman^-— 
" Hug up your wrath, honey,* 'twiU keep yon b#t; 
tto fear of its freerin^ while I have breath to. give 
it a blow; Ml into a fiunt now, my darlin', Htvill 
be beautiful to see you glisterin' and flounderin' 
fike a dying fish open the grass?'' 

*< Katheren," said the Countess, smilingj *^ *'upom 
my power I may dismiss this eoinrt,' and with, your 
fOBcurrence} discharge theculprits — my dsar child,"* 
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•lie isof)|j)itied» »B 8be led me iir#in t^ rwmi ^^:yQa 

look hara«9e4;T J Bimn^ surprised^ that poor girl 

ki cerdiiiily detang^; we must treat hj^r geptly.'* 

.^ Qp^essed and gloomy,^ I could not speak* We. 

enteif^ tbeCouatefle* suite of apartments, ^^ You 

will rep0s^ ^here. awhile my love^'V said she^ ^»» 

In'adagrfm^ fondly ^^ rememher that to-n^hl yoa 

make yonr first appeajranee at the Ktti Falaeoi I 

must niiFse:iiiy treasure, till it sparkle with that 

radiance which shall dasale even royalty. This is 

iiidtrii^tteryy 'tis the oyerflowiiig of f<HQd soHci-« 

tude.'' Thus speaking, she carefully adjusted the 

tomhf and would have oomp^lled me to recline ; 

jl fls«is<ied, entreating that Pauline might again he 

j^uestioned ; my aunt soothed me with reiterated 

,;IIS8«ntfieesr '^ I mo^e than suspect^" said sb^^ 

j^^ ttpat tikis tumult has been caused by the intrigues 

t)fitt^t des%ning Asiatic; at least) so Pauline ayeni^ 

,^nda» Jikes her country women^ is fawning^ subtle 

and, ^Mse-robserve-^her simple language is quite 

^ \)^riaAc^ with the sly expression of her cprafty 

/^ivimtenanee-HDaark her hypocritie sympatlqr.for 

fflrangers; my study of a pers<m oitheirwise in-^ 

different to me^ was. induced by interest for ber 

mistress, over whom she has obtained ascende;M7> 

rX shonld have thought astonishing,, had I notdis^ 

eoyered in the cbaraicter of £va deep dbwl^.pf 

c<HrrespQ|ident -** but I will not forestal. your 

judgment, Katheren ; mine.is not infallible i may 
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charity, that comprebengivA vordyiwhoie^elaeiioft 
purifiea the bearty guard ub from «ai|riyeiQB4» '/^Aad 
m>w to sleep my cbild ; I will neyrofwnt iyo«;'ni 
the salon of receptioo.. How qfum llarQiIi'f;oikl 
through the tedious rautinoof ^weni(MB(i4l ohmo^ 
vance with disgust ) even tbo l^hlcDT) intetehitegi 
of Bentiment to me was indpid;Jndi>kiiee;ttt;l 
think the sister of sorrow;, boiw howeve): ^£)rl is 
sweet, because it is made for Katheren !" She 
left me. 

I could not sleep ; I could not rest ; agitated 
and perplexed, I paced the cliamber, reviewing 
this multiplicity of assertions, all so contradictory^ 
yet all so seemingly sincere^ Eva's story, appa- 
rently unstudied, her representation of Sinda, in 
direct opposition to ,Lady Blesaii^haiD's delinea* 
tion, the singular interest of the Hmikiot oom<A 
paratively strangers, Judith's accusation and Pau«^ 
Une's disavowal, the one intemperate^ the other 
confused.^ — ^Whom wajs I to credit P-r^whomdfHiv. 
trust ?--r*Writing materials lay upon the table; iQr 
capable of discrimination, I resolved to sketch for 
ypu the incideutQ of the morning ; they are written^ 
yet I remain uncertain as before* Dare I ^oubit 
the mother of my noble minded husband ? — ^I will 
not — I will not ! if she be false, she is not the 
mother of Mornington; her collected and con* 
yiucing manner, her dispassionate refutation of a 
giTOss pbarge, her pity for the offender, the mild 



And christian spirit of ber ptayer against'suspicion, 
bcv^^weet laSeetion^ ^ tier gentle bearing, her un- 
vnBsme^ dilig^Mse iti^ my iinprOTement-^Beatride, 
BMcH^e^ telt tab I am right id thinking her sin* 
eeve«i) ^Set'fifoter^ ^ven tioir^ afir shte embraced me, 
l^'^oi^^'l^btfft cold ominoQS curdling of the heatt^i 
Hood whi^ tmce before seemed sent to warn me 
of evi&^i'wiHnQtbeed it! ' 

; UETTER XV. 

The 8ame to the same. 

11= .ui».. --■ ' !••'.■ ^ -. • Florence. • 

<*<>V<jUi9tTir iMT rivalrf has agmn misled me; again 
have- i in^urr^d the dispteaiiure of Mornington ; 
ba^'I iifHA now ^6re the totent of my pow^r; he 
dmUbei^Ihe first to concede. Am I a child? a 
pofpet*? Should errors so venial be punished by 
diidainf I will not conciliate; the hbmage of 
dioosands is surely equiralent to the devotion ot 
one t I can he stubborn too.-r-Tears, forced by re- 
dentiHeht) blot my paper* — Ah, Beatrice ! I am 
ttot'What I was; Judith is r^ht; peace fled when 
I left our aunt and you i 

T Spiritless, I entered the palace of the Grand 
Didce, — my distinguished reception I justly as^ 
iiiri.bed to the merit of my patroness. When the 
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bustle of introdoetion was oy€X^-l.:PmfeA..frqm 
the brilliant tbroDg, ioto a raticed coni^^ ^l4gf4 
my unsocial feelingsy haecUesa pf ;raiQavkf^.a^ 
with eontemptuoasy perhapaUameaJbleuidiff^reQ^ 
bebeU my aceuatomed tribe of adolatera giadtnrfji/ 
diaperae* Even MonuDgton, whaihad:far ama 
time hovered near me» anxious and aolici^a% 
wearied by what he termed my onapeou ot^e 
caprice, left me. A deep sigh, breathed doae, to 
my ear, interrupted painful meditation on . the 
occurrences of the morning. I look^ . i^rqu^ds; 
the Countess Dowager stood within the alcove 
which I occupied, but seemed unccnsciou^; pf^^tviy 
vicinity ; her eyes^ with mournful e^qpression, ^eyce 
fixed on a distant part of the saloon; I (^^If 
be»t mine in the *ta.e dimrtioB; * imff^f 
platform^ surmounted by a splendid,. Uirone^.fM^ 
been erected for those who^by their talcotoi» CQpMi 
contribute to the festivity of the evening* Oia 
this throne sat Eva,i de<^ed in Eastern splendo^wv 
and habited as I had first beheld her. Morittiig^ 
ton stood near^ holding her vina (an Indian lyjno^ 
:which ahe touches with exquisite skill.jt The sin* 
gularity of her s{4endid costume^ strikingty 
adapted to 4ispkty her sylphlike beauty, her bxA 
and sparkling vivacity, a certain unstudied eccepK 
tneity of manner, more attractive even than no-, 
velty^ had completely fixed the multitude; innu-* 
mcrable spectators fiUed the for^ound^ ^ dat^ 
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«i6rt)ttfe ah* (ir^ettt, bii« Evri^^fiie* only to yield 
to ^li^ irhJ^^leii^^ ^ritreaties b( M^tiAttgUm ir hefii 
kf^ to6kf tfi6 Vtlna. ftltobee, ftrtiitefe, half tearfti^ 
ii^^^yftrt, ^ JMH^te)[ya[nlied hiMr assent ;feitill riie 
l^^t^; Mbr^hgton a^ii seei^ to pi^ad; 
Ht^s^n^ ' bi^i- h^4, vAihr bti ^fr reproacbfiit yet 
irpto^i^ 6h« prf h^dt iM>ftly, atid then sang to a 
1t^^bt<t8#^af[^iii^fMM fh^Vildly^lMietical 

^Basl^hi flfetfcin^crf M^hM Attd LaiH^ 
-'''^« Syrtt]f?'^^Uttertd* tbdy BJesteiUgbatu ; the 
4^AWl'\<ra«^'dfefltict, bttt tte^&i^pHciitioil diD^ibtfof; 
)ik iliy ^sMt tbi^ttled lt\^66A laowev^y it win 
4tiffi^{ei3ftVy' t^lSiftl^ to' atbute' je^ildiM 6tisc^i^- 
M^. ' ' Ef^ ' finishfea htei* i^^afiee, J-esigned' ber 
l^^^hd, vHth b&rcless indlfferci^e; Waving asHe 
iitfr liifWrtiraate adtoifera, gaire' her band to Mftr- 
iAtigtbb; %1rtly descended from the platform, and 
^^pti^a^^ii tn^. "Would Mies Vaneftk ienbaneo 
bfelr trfiltilph by icontrast ?* isaid I, internally. Re- 
4[«rti*!ii, ivitb its' tmirf Of perplexiti^, tAiiisbed ; 
tti^u^ ' was cobqueted by tnoire pr^ominant 
vetasation. ' No longer ' snlleni,' ' I ^ tdrned, ismiKng 
and animated, tor tb^ g^y group #liO bad followed 
the Ehetern queen ; a lively sally was sufficient ta 
win attention from the vaeillating crowd; Ift ttim 
I Was* tfuiromided and implored; breaking froin 
Mbrbington, who bad taken myfatod, and was 
est^fxfessing satis&etiofi at my dhanged appearance^. 
I acc^ted the assistance of Count Alfieai, a young 
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nobleman of dawning poetical celebritjT) wbo^ ib 
the absence of iiis diyinity, Madaipe D'Albany, is 
my self-elected cicesbeo, and ascended tl^e stjena 
leading to the platform. Excitement ^t^li).e' 
inspiration ; I sang to the harp some couplets of 
my talented Servente, and then, from a manoscript 
with which be had presented me the daj ^fone^ t 
gave, in recitatioui an affecting . scei^ fVom bis 
tragedy of ^ Virginia*' How soon is admiratiim 
won by the brilliant but worthless tipsel of su- 
perficial accomplishment ! the plaudits were deaf- 
ening — still my ear caught not the epmrnendation* 
it only cared for^-had he but whispered^ P^ti^ce» 
I must baye heard ! but I sought hini yain'ly; be 
could stand beside^ beseech and encour^e the 

fantastic Eya^ while his wife ! Indignant^ ' 

yet still emulous of paltry triumph^ I gaye way to 
all my wild capricios ; extrayagance w^s encreased 
by incense, but my flights were suddenly checked 
by a yoice whose deep tones and foreign accent 
made it perfectly distinguishable from the har- 
monious intonation of the Italians* *^ She prb-'^ 
niises to excel in eyery way your talented impro^ 
\dsatrice — her declamation is perfect as C<^riUa's-^ ' 
Unfair advantage of the German princess — ^Away " 
from Madame D' Albany, the patrician bard con^ 
soles himself — Not the first time he has worn tlie 
chains of an English Countess; you remember 
LadyL^." 
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t was unconscious of ttie alTusioh/ and should 
have been indiil^reht, YasA not the words heen 
tn^r;l^ed oy sarcastic emphasis. 

j' j^' Tke association is not very flattering to that 
fascinating creature^/' said another^ ^^ for LAdy 

. Whiat fonowed, was lost 'mid' tliebuasz of impor- 
tunity: but I bad nea,rd en'oufi:h to recall me to 
reason ; .the nust raised by pride and passion was 
dispersed; l! stood seliTCoridemned, and the sen- 
tence was justified' by the question of my con- 
8Cieuce-7]V^outd our dear gu£u*dian s(inile or frown 
if ^he ^held her Xath^ren the object of public 
and uncifiecKed admiration ? Crimson^ with 
shame, t iqap^tiently flung aside a poetical effb- 
ston which I l^ad been petitioned to vocalize, ana 
pleading the indisposition I really felt, accepted 
the proffered hand of I knew not whom, and pre- 
cipitately descended from iny conspicuous situ- 
ation. Assailed in my retreat by officious en- 
quiries, I again heard the singular tones which 
had, first, stung me into thought by their asperity, 
and starting, looked at my conductor. For a 
moment I was transfixed ! the seamed and sickly 
visage, the scowling brow, the glazed and jaun<- 
diced eye of the stranger we encountered ^t Ross 
Castle, met my astonished gaze ! Half terrified, 
JL dropped his arm, and clung to Count Alfieri ; 
the stnmger, surprised, turned on me an eye with 
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whote brilliancy the deformity of ih% Qtlmt,:^gKe^ 
sented MdeoiM oontraBt. • What exciUM> ook^ 
I make for «uch childish rndeD^ts? my hl^ld 
Was half advanced in axten nation, when,, in^th 
an air of cold derision^ he bowedL . alightly) 
and retreated. My hamiliation wa9 now .oomr 
plete; while the fulaome crowd followed vith tl^e 
well acted emphatic gestures of courtly rtg^et^ I 
•ought my former retreat, and flin^ng mysel||r on 
a seat, became i^in reserved and tacitum,.fi 
much from vexation as repentance. Tho^ynjbc^ 
Aliieri, finding I no longer condescended to. mi- 
nister to his vanity, left me abruptly, and .Eva 
was prompt to occupy his place. ^^ My de^ 
Kathoren," said she, in a low voice, ^^ I |soug^ 
yon onee before, with the hope that yoawgiutd 
share in my delight, but you were un&irly bpnpie 
off by your nobiP schiavi ; you seem faint fr/op 
exertion ; what could have impelled yo\\ tO' » -*i n /* 
ehe stammered and stopped* t 

^< To expose myself as you did !" said J, : aar- 
eastieally, yet forcing a smile. 

.Eva's reproachful eye told that she felt the «b« 
kindness, but she did not retort my rebuke, and 
instantly resumed her communication — '^ My dear 
father is here, Katheren, arrived quite unexpect- 
edly ; he was staying with the Grand Duke, at the 
Po^o, and accompanied him hither." I scarcely 
heard heri and impatiently enquired for AJor- 



Itfiigtdtt^ fih^' lodked Sik^imd-^^^ He but thier nio^ 
td^tft* lefft ttie."-^I fiftart^d— but that iBomeM^ left 
ii^\ had witn^d ofic<mr8e my tremor, my 
cbnfiisibtl^ tod )net bad not left her for me ! 

'Ui There is my father," said Eva, '" there, lean- 
iii^'on th^ Neiapolitan minister, Acton, who is here 
isfii an t^m^baiBsy from the King of Naples to Duke 
Lec^d,^ 

' ' ' My eyta fisdeesly followed the direction of hers. 

^^w6 persons stood at a short distance, their becks 

^tJD^Wards tm. ^ it is the toller of the two,'' said 

Bra; ' '^ ihid commanding looking figure/' 

*-' As she spok^ he turned, imd I found tlmt the 

•^feJfmlsiVe stranger was Mr. Vanesk.' The Conn- 

-t«Ml3"i>owager, Who had been with the Grand 

'"tydftsebess in the salon of Apollo, H^roaehed us, 

■irtMid^' by Cesarotti, the translator •of Oasian, 

^Md the Abb6 Oaluso, with whom she was con^ 

Yersing so earnestly that-she passed my crilioisera 

without observing them. These latter drew near, 

IMd Mri Vanesk presented his oompismon to the 

Countess, who recoiled^ with seme^ing of asto- 

^hiiaeiit and perplexity. It was the first time I 

^bad 4ieeb her Iom dignity and self-possession. 

The Minister bowed^ almost reverentially, and the 

<}6liiitess i^covered her equanimity. 

»' "Now,*' said Eva to her father, ** I claim your 

. isfvowal that far ^om extravi^aling I wasnoteven 

jfu^t in desoription f' She presented vae^ tnth ap 
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aarof triomph; I tongltt to doleet in h^-eom^ 
Bailee lome migter cxpriMaaii, id yariaiitte *iridi iMir 
flttttering speeeli, but «iiieerit]r dioae "ill 1k4f^^ 
qairing eye, whieh seemed eisigeAytt^^m^MlpMB 
her perenfe aaseut. Her look of- ^iieapp ow H iii e iH, 
almoet of grief, as Mr. Vaneskagabi bbtredl^th 
fireeziiig haughtiaeaB, wbu mnttfy gmukUBi-'ind 
quick s^ted Abb6 saw that sometblilg Wfie«ttfyj 
and drew fi^om his Test two paiApbhsU^ii^i»ttegyrfel 
and a critique on his friend Alfieri; the obO' eadttN 
ling the Count as the compeer of Sopheeliis^ 1M 
Other — ^bot I had not patience to listen to the'dtMlfJi 
drawing my aunt from the circle of cuHom'VrhMSt 
had gradually been collected by* the AbbSV'MA^* 
tatkin, I impatiently revealed to her Kby regipi^^ 
and my resentments, beseeching she wouM riefaiGM^ 
strate or mediate with the Earl according' tob^^ 
own judgment* Tears sprang to my eyes ' vrVeAr 
she informed me he had left the palace. — ^^Retorti^' 
ed home without even speaking!" — I could' liot' 
finish tlie sentence.-*-** Katheren/' said my anntj- 
eamestly, **you will destroy your own peace, mall 
the power which yon alone possess of making- 
Momington a perfect character. Shew him %hitt 
he can by a frown excite this flattering but dati- 
gerous sensitiveness^ and you foster a weakness 
which may render both miserable! You are not 
formed for seclusion Katlioren, for the insipid re- 
strainti of contracted minds, which can see no* 
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thing Mameable in their own dull, narrow inhere, 
and. nothing bright beyond it. Distinction and 
celebrity are the just rewards of merit — are you 
not iiesponsible to Heaven for the improTement of 
those talents which Heaven has bestowed ? Would 
you shew becoming gratitude to a Providence so 
feiounteou^. in consigning his gifts to obscurity? 
PeUeveme^Mornington would soon become indif- 
f^ent to the ingipid partisan of spurious manner- 
ism^ for in you formality would be affectation : he 
may chide, in order to call forth that beautiful re* 
p<intanGe;, nay, his morbid refinement may have 
^^rinired a little this evening at what he might term 
display; yiBt there was more display m those not 
1|^(^ formed for captivation-^there was Eva, 
the[ IfNtcbess of Zagarolo, and others, wha have 
tfv^e your, confidence, not half your talent--*your* 

• 

s^lg ,my child, are your most rigid censor, hy 
ai^xjiilg to your bewitching )d vacity the term, levity 
-7r{; cannot torture -itt even into indiscretion* If 
scich sentiments, Katheren, benotinaiecordance with 
tb^ formal, pr^epte of those who were more eireum- 
sgeotii because mor« frigid and calcuktittg, remem- 
ber,.as,j!8aid before, I do niotarfegate superiori<rf 
in judgment^^I^nlyelaim preeminence in affsction!'^ 
vI:Cafn transmit her words, but I cannot depict 
the, energy of her tone and manner; stiU some 
secret ^monitor wrestled with Am sweet persuasion, 
and I remained but half a convert** She perceived 
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mj oontiniied despondenoy, aod rerani^drrff An- 
other reaaim tkan that you ai^rahend, iBsyf be 
found tor my eon'e deparlore ; there ee eeolodai 
between him and Evft'8 £itber, wbs firoHi/oireiimr 
fltancee imneieary to dwell upon, hecaiiee'4nua»- 
portuit to you, isalmoet domeetieated iai;fHir 
family when we niralizo-*ff(Mr he eeUbrnvieitetthe 
Palaizo; indeed compaanon . for Ev% independent 
of eaiential aervices once rendered lase bytjieiai^ 
bob^ might iiare bee% in itselff euffieient loindiioe 
an intimacy which has imperceptibly encreafMlL 
Whatever he may be to otfaersy Mr. Vt^niwfc -bag 
proved himself for many years my faithfiiltGaan- 
eeUor and steady friend. He arrived -in EtoriMD 
daring the minority of Momington, when .disin- 
terested, ad viee was indeed necessary andgntttelbl; 
young, inexperienced, and most peculiarly isitoiitads 
I submitted implicitly to his dictation ; wilb-timef 
his ascendency has enereased over me and otben ; 
his influence in this city is boundless as Us wealth ; 
he is the chosen friend of the Grrand Dukof andis 
associated with him in all works of publio tttUi^* 
But Mornington now spurns the authority amo- 
gated in return for benefits conferred, and X wish 
dear Katheren,'that you would assist me in miti- 
gating the antipathy that each certainly bears to 
the other." 

<' Mr. Vanesk is a most repulsive person,'' said 
if involuntarily. 
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/'^RepuMvel'' briad tlie GouiiteBS, riniddering', 
f^ bn^ is lrideoii8^ diflguBtiag,''-+4ke gfamced cHii- 
titMudy amufld. I kioked< ^stonidied at ber for- 
4iiUe ezfresBMnis* — ^ Y«i are snrpriaed at mj 
amotioiiv Katfaeran ; aiaa! I have ^lately endorad 
painful conflict between gnatkade and pareotal 
lore 4 I cannot like, whom mj aon disiq^Mroyes/' 

< ^ But if Momington's aTaraion praceeda solely 
ft^sotijealoaB prejudice,^' said I; ^^ if Blr. Vanesk 
axottes it merely by folfiliing die offices of iriend* 
•hip.^* 

^r.rM f here are other reasons," said the CouBtess, 
in a harried ambiguous manner; ^< Mr. Vanesk 
bad the insolence to condemn my son'a choice^ 
beeause it interfered with his own ambithMis 
tisws." She looked at Eva, who was playfully 
bantering her train of adoi«rs. 
v ^ And has Momington," Iindignandyenqaii«d, 
^erer authorised by bis conduct such views ?^ 

^ In no way, by bo means," replied the Goon- 
iess,' eagariy. — ^Did her repeated negative make 
Mmaaaee doubly sure ?*^I thought noL ^^ £a- 
diaren/' she resumed, ^ kt nothiag be iaiparted 
to.MorniBcrtOD whidi miirht widen this breadt; 
I «ount on your all-powerful aid to heal dissansiott ; 
my son is faigh-spirited and tenaeioas, Vanesk 
proud and irritable." 

• Her looks awakened more alarm tiban her 
virords; a chill shot through my veins; &6 Coua* 
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teas, too, looked pale and agitated — << We wfll re- 
tire, my dear child/' odd she, rinngy <^ I had fer* 
gotten that Momington requested ire mii^ 
remain late; silence and discretion will beal, 
ns, K^theren^ we will cooperate, and yet aot 
associates in this matter." • ... ,im «f* i 

While she spoke, the olgectof jenr.a|)fi||i4 
approached; the Countess took his ara^ nitii. 
most perfect self command ; Mr. Vanndi iiapigtai 
some whispered communicatioa ^. 
for a day or two with the Grand 
enjoy Ae society of her fdtheri'vSMdfLndlf fllcas* 
ingham, addressing me. I revived at this wtsHU 
gence; when the mind is disturbed He ilisrfiiimiiW 
feet solitude, the anodyne of .empleynieiit^i«r IW 
less efficient distraotion of dissipatiqp; - fawwtifcwl^tf 
without confidence, wearies. . -.-i^.tA itnnM 

How soon does intercourse with the gtf^\wmM^ 
teach the tongue to feign ! In mjr-adieasf^bKEml 
I expressed regret I di4 not fec^ and 8he^pselMp|M%^ 
reciprocated my duplicity. Lady.Bkssin^ianfvi . 
friends (among these the Neapolitan Miniatar^ - 
surrounded us with parting salutationsy^easlr^teifo? 
dering officious services, but graeionsly.smiliBgi'im • 
all, she beckoned to Count Alfieli, who stood ntfae - 
us, then, giving ma to bi* protection, bomd hes^i 
way through the courtly assembly to the prestaosii 
of the (rrand Duke, still leaning On her forlndding" 
companion, as if pleased at having an opportunity 
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thns pufoU^y to (Hstinginsb) and, by disthigaiBhing, 
pra|>kittte or pacify hhn. The DaicheMi rallied and 
eottipliikieiited the Omntess on die Evident adnd- 
of the minister Actcm; Liady Biessingfaam 
it, while the conntenanee of her 
gloomy conductor became still darker; scorn 
cwkd 4m ttp'; widi hasty obeisance tolhe r^al 
pdr, he precipitately drew the Coantess fr(»n the 
#btla|vhiek snrronnded ns, and, without waiting 
far tiw ttsoal^ ceremony of announcement, led her 
l^hsr eimage. I eould scarcely conceal my tri- 
wmftkxif delight when Lord Blessingham sprai^ 
{vflm mdmi to assist me; coldly bowing to Coiint 
Atfen^lMtookmy hand* Mr. Vanesk^ mean-time, 
wAft makii^ protracted adiens to the Countess; 
^Mtiwinghsm seemed- determined' to await their 
omiclosion : he then threw himself beside me, and 
]btBKine(d 4uvvig our drive unbending and silent* 
luseealled tibe arguments of- my aunt to aid me in 
fi^eipMoating this hauteur. We are still at. the 
point of repvdsion; cold civility, undeviatmg ce- 
renoiiy;iaow take the jdace of those sweet con* 
fidsnoss^' thjose openings of the hearty which once 
endeiured'our social h^urs of qmet convanae, when 
eaokwas to the other all, and both declared such 
hours were bri^test jin the span of life i - But 
this dark cloud will soon disperse, and contrast 
wUl make anion doubly dear. 

VOL. III. F 



d^ TfitC FRXWdirMT^ 






>''i';-jr{'P rm«) 



A NATE rigW6'i*6 nmii!byti(fttitCliwjr^< ftpui^ 
pcUs '«cne*rfe 6MUe to I iieiirt IMr^ddbii^ip ttidl:^ 

Miic^tlBuad IftiigMii &ti pfferpoie, 'tny lood-ictaft^ 
Hiid'its^ely! no doasdh .nonrv nor srift-'tiiHi^ iiNr 
l^liefep*^ tiyes ; bin ghun^ ftH tobr, kn tntfif^piriijiiAiir 
ihti fiudhdou of Cauth fan Mikie, tlial looked laibngm 
Hk« li t&fti M; an ft torniqnt iHtb a )[riaftif o^.msdi 
between trm; Gdd be widi die old Awtos^ mM 
Chvosyl t^n >cire tMdib bH in tke suii nndflrlAi^ 
lAiftdyoftIn of KnaVney;Hbnttin,'«Qd Mlki^ 
ii^t(^ Mr young mifitf esses skt|)t>&i like it^MH 
BobMmd ^gin like Ae skyliark! WUli*if%vw 
j^ bade to Kerry, I >»rbhder ? MigfatnH *JKK«» 
fifeatrifiis just sfend ft linb sayin Mhdatti JM^IitkJr^ifa 
In? I Wkrrant ttiy mistitfes wduld iB^Yofft jp^^jl 
:fewinkKng9 for this fita^ |flanriltbki GomHess .bM^ 
Irhfa an her wheedling, irill nevet ciomo iip'A# 
Madam Jormyn in my lady's: heart. I hUfffti % 
strange misgivin about this same Dowgelr^ tboug^ 
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she iloes a power of good, an b mighty civil 
spoken, always closetted and coeherin with my 
lady — if she don't make a Roman of her by an by, 
never eay that Judy guessed hy the shell a goose's 
egg. There's a fine portly father here, wears a. 
red cap, and a long purple gown, and comes to 
confess the Dowger, who always sends for my 
lady. Well I don't like turn coats ; if you're bred 
protester die protester, if you're bred a Roman 
die ft Roman ; thaf s my creed. 

As to me. Aunt Chusy, I'm ruined ! I read the 
good book you sent me, to be sure, but then my 
head is not in the matter, 'tis always gaddin after 
one gimcrack or another. There's no ho with the 
servants aunt; Sunday like any common day ! I 
wonder how they'll look when the long sabbath 
comes! Why tlie very sweetmeats here are Satan's 
namesakes — purteot ua Patrick ! — diavolies they 
call 'urn — but you don't understand Tuscan, aunt 
Chusy, (Miss Eva says that is the tongue they talk 
with here). To be sure my leamin increases, but, 
as Mistress Sinda says, learnin won't keep off 
lnmentaCion. She's an honest woman aunt, reads 
the bible, for all she's a Roman, an has proverbs 
as pat as Tade himself; an then so sol't hearted ! 
always cries when I talk of Kerry, and ould times, 
never tired of mypratln; yet it makes her sor- 
rowful too, but I think I told you all this, and 
more, when I sent you word of my skrimmage 
■ F S 
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with Frencliy. That Messed IfistveS^ Sini^ 
b^ged me off en the aoere of my being, ftiglil 
headed — good luck to Iter! — fay token.. -twaai'iio 
lie for her neitlier, my wits are gooe wooigatheviil 
with a witness, aunt Chusy — no wonder — ribe 
house overrun with them stony old Greeiada^ 
stark naked too, a decent giii ean't star a ikt0p 
without fearing they'll gripe her. There's one 
forlorn fellow though, that I've a great pity ioTi « 
misfortinate wretch with two ehilder» all sUran** 
giin ! snakes twisted round an round um like atcoil 
of ropes, an cranchin an grindin the ct^htuHy it 
breaks one's heart to see um serigglin: I'd^givie 
diamonds just to snatch away the little grawK 
The man is an Irishman too, for though die fiaris 
here can't sound the name right, I'm positive* 'Iw 
the Larry O'Connor they want to call him* 
And vialls of glass aunt Chusy I and I 
like a fruniplcd hen from my own shadow; tikere^s 
no niovin, Ma'am, but what I'll see fifty Judys ! 
and faicks I'm quite sick of myself ! No marvel 
if we're haunted at night with fairy sights, and 
serpents ! Sometimes I'm stranglin, sometimes 
I'm cap<Min, with a Count for my partner, some- 
'times I'm sitting on a fine throne, them stony 
grandees making love to me — ^but quite decent 
though, all dressed, with cocked hats, and sworda, 
and lace collars over velvet coats. — Upon my 
credft a skreed of a petticoat wouldn't come amisi^ 
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i» the Madams any how ! As to a poor wench 
dreaming of Counts, 'tis no crime, nor yet no 
wonder, for Counts here are as common as cleave 
hoys (However, aunt Chusy, you'll own that such 
rollockiQ'doingS' are quite enough to perplex one's 
mind ; air times I don't know if I'm sleepin or 
wakift, I'm so 'bothered. Nothin seems nat'ral 
here, mot^ even itiy own four bones ; how do I 
know hot one day I'll find myself turned into 
stone, and stuck on a block in a nook in the wall 
-"— nickys they call um. 

Welt, all 'this while aunt Ghusy, if Vm not en^ 
tirely forgettin a^ wonderful story I had in my 
head to tell you in the b^nnin ! — ^but it's .the 
<tv«y witb me lately^ to be thinkinof one thing 
and tatkia of another. Now don't fancy I'm com- 
posin on yoo^ for there's, not one word o' lie in 
-wiiat Fib going 4o tell; be qmte sure 'twasn't a 
dveam, for I've a token of the truth. 
' Oiie nigfatMa'atat, I had terrible twists and tri- 
bulations in tAy sleep ; I thought that an old hag, 
that hangs up in the great gallery, tumin pagans 
'into pigs as Miss Eva said, was puttin her en- 
chantments upon me ; I wriggled and wriggled, 
and wrenched and wrenched to get away, but the 
^bag clirached me with an iron hand ; at last I 
woke, all in a cold; perspirin ! — ^^ Flesh nor blood 
couidu't stand «uch another tussle," says I, ^^ so 
be off to Mistress Sinda; she'll share her bed 
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with me.'' Wdl, I pot eta w/i ^A€# iH k^tAU^ 
took my lantern, and f6ktAmfymj^lm4tfmgMA 
haXij where lamps are homiki 'att «<gtefioii|fi«>iiI 
lighted my lantern, and theoghl'I «kightl«lkiPelt 
creep up the front stwrs, eettaiii%ka# VA^ni^lfmk 
one at that hour, for the eloek m^ WUhtoik VtHh 
Sinda'sroom k quite away frofA -the '^torvpaili^ 
thute of apartments, 'eatiee rile ial^tiiye aleej^^uvair 
Miss Yanesk, watehin Miss Bl«*iil i#<riie»fefllNNl 
an evil eye would %ht upon hen 'I iiiight iUdswi 
have gone by another staireasd thail leadrttf^thb 
bed chambers by the penell^ gMety—^^^tim^ 
long way round,'' thinks I; ^Vi niiv&t pamMit 
statues themselves than the haunted -,rboai4/^A^ 
These rooms, aunt Chdsy, beloi^ed to tte ^^iid 
lord, and are shut up ever since he run aWay with 
Miss Momington. — So I took heart, gave one look 
round the hall at the Grecians, to see thejr Irere 
quiet, and then began to face the rest of um that 
stands almost on evevy stair — Fd have made a 
fine clatter if my feet thumped like my heart ! or 
if my tongue chattered like my teeth ! I held my 
breath to make ihyself light, lifted my legs softly 
and softly, for fear of disturbin the Qreeians, 
crossin myself for safety at every step. Well, 
^eptin was passed with his fishin fork, and Pan 
with hi& pipe, and Master Bacchus pud Poll^in* 
famous, a shameless possy with their brasen 
pisses ! My foot w^ on the upper 9tep, when 1 
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[ flopped to Itfok a( poor I^sryi ^vhc stood turen^ut 

, grinain m a coi'uei', shfLkia Us sjiafces, }pB 

[ ^oulL open as wide as a Kerry Keener's. — 'Twss 

tt> wofiU look fuv lue atmt CbuKy I — it might I^ 

I Ant^y^ hut I did tliiuk Lariy's afiii v/n» itrctelied 

I jOttt tiirt^r tUan common, so I step|>(xl back to 

f lioape t|ie grip, forgot tii6 litair, Etitmbled, 

I WfreeoUedt ola[tp^ my twAds Ui my eitm to uhut 

I liut t)ie noise I made, and dropped the lantern-rr 

Itt it went ! I'd hi^ve ^ven my Hie on promi^ 

kbury me tu Clirifitiaii clay ! 1 daren't go V^ck 

n light the taiitent; the gods must now h^vo 

I ^bneo roused with a veiig^Huee ! Fear made me 

I ^oaplo, I got up, cleared Larry at a bound, i^nd 

l|A^ for life along the gatki-y. The glimmer from 

Kililo hall didn't last me loug, I knocked my iioee 

;ainet a pillar, took the first turnin, — 'twas dark 

t pitch,— I groped up one p;^sage, down another, 

d at last made out 1 had lost my wa)'. 8tandin 

I wouldn't meud tlic matter; in hope of fii^din 

oiiie dgor to knock at, I felt the wall — Jemii\i ! 

wnt Chusy, how I bouoced ! 'twas in the gallery 

Wding to tlie haunted rooms I was ! 1 knew it 

Steii by the mark that the stone walls there are 

Kllaiilt of wood, carved and cut into all sorts of cu- 

Futliu like a brokc-u bellows, I poked 

^oiig, pressin the panels, hopin to find my way 

AH of a suddeiit whiff went the wall from 
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under my hand — I thought the bouse wm tmnMlD/ 
and fthut my eyes — a flare of Kght i^otoe ontlieBi 
— I looked — the light eame through- aii*0{>eiiiiij^9'i 
popped my head into it, quite jdyfulv iheb-^'trtl^Io 
one foot over, then anothor, — - dlM IMlrt'HW 
panel behind me, and there was I ealbgbi like'-ttMr 
lady in the lobster ! I tried to sevseds bttC^iny 
voice was gone — ^ 'tis stone rm* ^urniii' to-Wtm 
enough," says I, *^ the stiff cold creeps ^hrsqg k' 
my inchantin limbs ¥* — ^'Twas a moment of d^tit 
thrall, aunt Chusy! I prayed; ray eyes* w^em 
spared; they looked and saw; the plaoe wm 
quite strange to me ; I stood at the end of • a loiftg 
landing that had two doors opposite cme anotiieffy 
at the top of a winding staircase, that led down to 
a hall, lit by a lamp hung from a chain in the 
roof. — ^^ Some one must have lit that lamp," thinks 
I, ^< HisnH a gone case yet." The thought made 
me brisk as quicksilver ; I ran first to one door 
then to the other — both locked — I banged and 
banged — ^no answer. I looked over the bannisters; 
there was but one statue on the staircase ; could I 
be sure the hall was clear of um ! my heart kept 
shiverin like a cock robin in irost. — Well, I'd try, 
at any rate ; my foot was on the first step ; a noise 
sent it back ; I peeped over the rails ; a door at 
the foot of the stairs opened, two people came in 
and sat down at the bottom of the very steps that 
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|::^«tafl al (bd'topdf; the light shone upon tibrir 
j^^WEH-raunt Ghq»y» aunt Chusy, they were Mack ! 
I^la^kaa^e boy JBonja t 

^.:3ut 4b4Bre goes that plaguy bell ; my lady must 
bef dressed, and the second fam de «bam have no 
taitOk;. FU fini$h.iny letter to-morrow* Pray 
Fatriek my master isn't stuck up in the di^ssin 
i?oom, starohed jind itonr enough to spoil a churning 
proiviokiii n^y poor lady ! ' Mind I tell you, she has 
a 9piritiaB4:will leave him alone on his faighropes 
tf»:$rack,bis neck if he chuses; she'll take none of 
his glum l^oks — for what» I wonder ! — Who's like 
lifar here^ oranyl/rhere else, Fd be very glad to 
know ! 



LETTER XVII. 

The same to the same, 

[in continuation.] 

Well, I was at the top of the stmrs, and the 
blacks at the bottom-^my wits warn't scrouged in 
the makin, aunt Chusy, and now, 'stead of stu- 
pefying, fright sharpened urn.— If the negers came 
up I was done, for there was no liidin hole in the 
lobby : but half way down, just at the turn, was a 
small landing, about as big as two stairs, and 
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th^re, in n nook, stood tbe^ d^M iiMge c^ 'lUrrj 
aCoiknor, onlffiOQl^thiir'tbMtei' 1u^ «SW^^Ifiia 
fittirdier; there was nieitltfef sdi&M Mtg m/ ^ h^l k 
to troMe him, yet fae se^tned <iir> iii^I Mgi^ 
and, for wtnt of some otfe tb vmt it'vril, 'ilMiii IWMH 
ofF liis skin, or bid skirt, dr sodidtbte-iXliii'i^^aM 
out of fanhibii 'motlfg tbem geHttf^ ^iM^WVi 
dotit wimt io wear Me.^WelT;'^I 'iip?^ ^U'^^ibii 
between him and the wall. ^ M UtiHitlMHkM 
yet forsobk a fHend/' saysl, ^mtitf'HBiii'^^iil^yery 
fond of Larry; better trust him than thet^b^kt^ 
any how ;^ — ^so I whipped off niy sb4>eis' tira ' nm 
in my apron, tucked my dotbes tij^t abbdt'tbiE^ 
stole like a cockatriss down the stairs, and <Addft^ 
myself in between the wall and poor scrilteby^I 
was so shrunk from fright, I could have etclpt ibta 
an augur hole! Tliere Was a illce peep under 
Larry*s arm, but my ears were, now, to go to work^ 
for though I heard um talkin bdbre, Iw^ to6 
flustered to mind what they said. How my heart 
sunk and rose in my stomach when I beard what, 
if 'twasn't the dear old tongue itself, was at any 
rate next door to it, and the swtset twang o* Kerry 
too, that no Tuscan will ever come up to f 

^^ I wish we could weather the old witdi," says 
lone, " and fmd out who employs ber." 

^' Old," says the other, ^^ how do yon know 
that ? she never lifts her mazarvo /'—that meana 
veii, aunt Chfisy. 



ptfirt ll?iww> >>Hji|gH,witb iwdv X5^h ev^ry bon^ 
HMW lK>^i^ Wi Jw a r^opu fig»ii|»t IIP mpst 
tftrj[jl^_ Qfflrjifitb, ^f^/lfijh I gU^ss; we good 
iW^d4^WTeP,*ft?rt^r4 ^re ]fc^*m UY^dJt^e too 

^ftrB;™%i(^ ilKth i.?-,fl i-.ni i ■■.•-.' ■ » 

IP^flif* ii»9«»< ?% ,*j^«l,ftF!l(K «wd J .before, tlw (iwfiftty, 

«lWi.iW|MM»»t(lWW?PP> 1^ ,;^*,«»<i ,Q»t «i Bate 
fiiiWi/Wfl^t J^w %hp |<^ti} I'm, ft bf»v(B pby 

*5¥»*<S#f'^^^WI'i^^ JW»#5P Wd Hsy* ^ipi? an4 

^., ,<^ jjewt4"^«fyft the pld o^e, *♦ Jet ^le ^lo^e f<o)f 
vHiSfiimi ,f^. atgX jof.life; sfoirrow never 9gai9 
^j|j[ids ^f; ^i^ks #f my pati^ntey their pia^nce ifi 
over, prieate no mqre w^pited tbap poticaries^ 
Pul;,p)jLick 9ff my pu^^lui skin Cop, 'tis cru|^ 
boit'l Xl^ old jmm Imelt to tbe otWi yr)xp undi4 
what came to be only a mask aft^e^ all. God helj) 
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lu! will I erer hme the \&ok ^mmt.tlfbaened 
hte, with the gbactlike, tooChleafc jtms"wridldfd 
«id bmk, the puckers ataniBii aat-Ukej'pM^ty 
ridges; and then the bristly while Thhir;8ticMn 
from under a little hiaok cap- thalfej eovofed his 
shakin crown, 'and a chnkeenr tied nxifid his 
shrirelled old throat, and hk'pryin'l^^fq^v^ 
onewhHe Uinkin round widt a iriUUo^wisp ^flashy 
another while dim and sluggish-. like a purUind 
bog. There was somethtn of malice in the squint 
that made yon shake^ and yet yon couldn't help 
pityin the withered little shooler^ . /; • 

Well, aunt Chusy, the other man untied 'bis 
mask too, and put it in his w4isteoa^ jbnt^ I 
couldn't see his face, by reason of se^ng bis back« 

^< What a time bhe makes us wait,^* said the <old 
one, squattin himself on the floor, and leanin 
against his comrade; ^^ a di^uisin herself I sup- 
pose; well they're 'cute enough in this matter, 
bringin us through such tumins and windins and 
underground passages, and slippin from us just as 
they pushed us into this hall ; they think we'll 
blab may be — they're out; disjoint shoulders, 
arms, legs, neck and all, drag every bone from 
out its mother socket, I'd pluck my tongue up if 
I thought 'twould peach. To die like a battered 
Buccough is bard to be sure, after 'scaping 
swingin in the old world and scalpin in the new i 
still Fm staunch (" 
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^v4aMfritid'Iili0re 16 4tAy atnaiteft of jeateusy or love 

^ fiibiti^'miftfrtbe/'^teys tbeoihet^ ^<a little blood 

\let1;irig';^st^ to cdo)^ rollocker, then, bind and 

Jileftl^^ and'frietidsMagida | we've had enough of^-^.'* 

- i lf»No«e of-youp prwwBbin/^says th^ dd«ne» 

' ^ ylounkno^'Conv'I won't etstnd it; a love tbonist ! 

c ^tehi^bin ! youi tbtiflc tild disparage my profesmon 

'•by* s^rfy^peddBn-^jiirtinkB I**^if yoto^inant to meak 

'^idM,'do,^iEni' penitent) or'priest^ 'tis^^ly tvearin 

• '>th0i*O|i^ 'for Hi sasb ^ead of a shirt oollar." If 

! 'y<6u< h^rd hid {lorrid laugb^ »ant Ghnsy, Htrould 

have frightened ybafronriaugfain^ the r^t of your 

"fiaij^lJ^" Onnfay^ be yiu*d likie to blab>^ sstys he, 

^ Akkekhit of ft strop my man; your father's body 

"^fbt^ ydili'^^to)'8^8allvatiotl^a emd ttock for^ Satan; 

' * %*fj^ R^^ shdo^ the ^sait^ts for 'damages ^ ' 

** Wafif it for this I left my child, my home, my 
^dd nsim^, and stUok to you ?' says the other, 
•^c*y angi*y,*^* andj last of all, was it for this I for* 
i^ok iny pdor wife and left her to perish on the 
wide wide ^a,'with her hands stretched out, beg^n 
me to go to her for the love of the Almighty ! You 
held back Sir — you ! I would have hurled you into 
the boat; you clung to the mast; I knelt and 
prayed, you dashed me from you; I seized you 
with the gripe of a madman, and rushed to the 
ship's side — the boat was gone !" — Here the poor 
thing clapped his handss strikin his head with 
nm, and moanin, aunt Chusy, so pitiful ! 



•'ii: 
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^ WeU, well CWncjr/' taysihe iuAm^ yoii 
did stand by me I'll allow, but thoi^ k cuvwdrgriHlP- 
life you know; I saw 1lHacoddbahdL#(MU Jiever 
liva ao oar's pull in such aaeaaa tiial^Mi/ttftiiu^r 
to the wreck of poor Bilker lor safiety, mAfAgoM 
by* she helped us to cheat the sharka^ sbe.'did»f'iL'f- 

^ rm not sure the skiff pBrishedt?^vyB^Ad aon^ 
<* I sontetimes think ahefetohed tbe.fadiawap>^ 

<< The wench kmd her.mastsr betihNr than yoii^ 
Comey» tbat'a clear ; howbridi she faoppediiRilik 
biai inlx> the jflUy boot P * . -. »/ ..:>'i<. /^ii/i 

' -^^ P^ggy ^"^^i* 911 honest wonaiit'' a^ni.the^otliaKb 
Tery aharpi; >« she lored her ouvler feaii8#>i«bi 
shared the milk that fostered him; b^ridaSiAegi 
mast havn gone togather, . £n-.2ieither w^aiitd' part 
the child you kiMnr. Will J avar £gaget^tbe Jaat 
look she glare me T' mi 

^ A wenoh of qiirit» I eonCess Gchi; not lU^e m^ 
poor lack ¥r«tted nuithaune, would nursan.ma^igji 
sheep^ and ery if I cut a turkey's guUe^ ! Htod 
and wor4 Con, I promise you- when we e^n. 4iur 
&t «hiuei% for tliis p% in a p^Oy w^'U be off again 
t» the -settlementSy but I won't promise to stop 
there if *wie can scrape 'quaintance with the 
T'Ommy-hawkers ; them Mohawks are more to my 
taate than the Yankees; that scal^nn is a nato 
operation? 4]oite in the way of our callin too, and 
suits my taste to a hair, purvided 'tis not practised 
on one's own pole/'---Here the wizened scalpeea 
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gave anotbeviliiedttpiiij giggU^wlrile the con kept 
sighm-Miil'^lvoaBili.j. 10 ,/.'■'!:>> •'. -.r 

T •^¥dtfil>barjirsi]aeiierey'in this f«rin/iadftd^" tajft 
bfe,i'**^i]iy;wif«ift)r«teoidxitl''. . >/ 

«i^ft\!li«i ?^N0«ys x<>ker-4>ld/k)^^< starts^ boltnup^ 

t!Ai!l^t'']|ifbVtnitfak>vtsry-plaee/? said the ton. 
^'< Goii^ilDcdk,^?iifidilihe othm-y coaxiii^;^^ be i^uiet^ 
poof* ibo^^ito'difijrv And M«niimbeci yoarself^ 'Ms 

know though we searched er^yiiiaoktm the ctftjv 
^«f^l^ifeviei''<MMlM light on this <^lace;;fay4ii]r ;; how 
eitbld'^^yoQ iotmei athuit it bji^ mgbl»r>;«itbout 

Jii^ 'Tbifltt' in iti]r stream I saw it^: and - my .wife 

lO0i;^4^i^8ajr8lves g^i^ up joidi looking round 
him, ^' in tliis very hall I saw her i'-' Purtect us 
aunt Chusy, bow 1 4^ook ; if b^ chanced to spy 
Hieout, fae would eoBceit I:was his ^own may bcj^ 
smd would carry me off I — :I Io<^ed at the nian««^ 
^^ Boy !^' thinks I,^^ you're a Banshee's boy tlien, 
oMienMigh td be Tade's father at any rate !" He 
bad a divil-^may-care^ pious sort of a look, half 
way betwixt the saint and the scapegrace, as if he 
wasted bat a wink from either. — ^^^is for your 
«ake£itfaer — ^"^aayske* 

^^ HxAd your betrayer/' sayslihe other, ^^ (X else 
Jabber in the lingo lackadaisical we've learnt 
bere; there's some one at the tfkx>r> listeain/' 
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Scarce the words w^re mdr^bim \}f$.^!BtBL}ff/^^%f^i 
witch they were expecting, in a.^oiig^ W^^.^^kfti^ 
with a lamp in her baud, wAiqofv^eAimthii^,,^ 
thick veil. She said somethiQ to the .iii9fi-:f^m»-c 
not Duick ^t this Tuscan, auut Chuay; .)stilll,|pa^f( ; 
out they were to come another uightb. Sh^rVf^.r 
her lanyp on the floor, beckoned the nM$o«lo.^b^,; 
her, ^nd they went out by thesan|e.AKH%^;pTb^y 
old man, girtin his cloak aboi^ him, dropp^ J^if^j^ 
mask. ^^ She didn't leave that lamp tb^F^. f9KrA 
nothin," says I, ^^ 'twon't walk off without iia|i4fr!?f>;! 
A thought came into ipy head; .downistw^ I'i^crvf.^r 
like lightnin, clinched the mask, andup.wit^^^M/; 
agaLp to my nook, fast as my toes conJd cancjr i|i%» ^. 
I tore off my cap, put it in my pocket, tiedpn tl^ ;. 
mask, shook my hair, about my ears, and tried to 
keep the' heart in, that I might have all my 
eyes about me. 

Well, aunt Chusy, as I expected, aftar a little 
while back came Mrs. Broomcstick, took up the 
lamp, and began to walk up the stairs, very slow. 
She had neither hag-stick nor chantin-<;ap, and I 
wasn't so much afeard of her. Just on a line with 
me, she stopped — my heart ticked like a clock !— - 
she pulled the hall lamp towards her, and puffed 
it out, then walked on, up the stairs. ^^ Not so 
fast solus bolus, honey," says I, ^^ I've a strange 
notion 'tis yourself — thank you kindly Larry, and 
good night to you." So I stole in my vamps after 
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thb ^tt*.'^ She t^e to the Uiidiisgy jetked her 
band'^sdMe' thy Vaitfteot, and— pop \teht the 
f^^Y^^W ^oked'lier ii^i !b;^ Md ^ l/paed nA 
rdtirid, tfc^ lrtefi|)^ Wr ifa^ threbliold, tod I 
aftter'ftA-J' jAmbfe *ldiot^hrtrtit"ftir'fekr 6f beiti^' 
ii}|^d"by tU^ leg I gkv^lef )i little i^tisll.—'^boi 
w*bt tod boiirtf ! tbuttd^ aifef ttirtoed, Ibbkted fa liny 
IktiiJ 8ei«^fefeied,'^foddown she d^orppliBd f ^ ts ft 
tb^ -ydti' ite Wy jewel,"^ 6ays 1, febttcklrig" tfr<4 
l«tetp 6air^ N^f haitd; '*^ ird*II maki^ siire of certiaih 
honi^^jVfer."^^' Si'r titi-ked tip her veil, and, tnife %T 
vdH^M^t^Oifg hfer^f f-i^Who'do ytm th!tik Jttii'aSf ?^ 
»ferilattil3fei4iiU IPyotf plst^j^jtheCiiinateferyilJiieBiv?^* 
get^t fikii de i»hatxf l-^tUer^ls an inttfgtiitig hufskff 
aunt! ' Bdt Iliadno tim^ for takin not^.afi' ft£^I^Ev^ 
sa^ i' il^ taH figtfre; all intrhhe, w^ glidln tbwatda 
m^^llield the'i^n][^ to niy face ; it dap^d its 
hands, turned round, took to its heeTs,'an'd t'uiil 
*Ttva8 riiy^turn ttoW to frighten evei*y bhe ; with 
my scaa^crcyvr" skill'- Pd face the Grecians t so I 
skiinmed like a s^a gnll along the passage, tnrned 
into the pictdt^ galleiy, passed withbutt flitichiii* 
the hag and her porkers, made for the staircase, 
nodded to Larry, and very nigh tumbled over my 
own lantern. I whipped it up, skirted the gods, 
brave as brandy, for the bigger fear quite kilt the 
littler, and never stopped till I made Mrs. Pollings 
chamber door. In my flurry I forgot my French, 
but I didn't disremember that though she can't 



« Arise,*' sayt I» tekmoff.«y:My.'fl»|IWfl ^)^ 
•« your ^Bunt i:imit»' yoa jn^nihr .|»imU^ S^iwa^ 
lo0^ no timeb'' ^ I ceiildii'<t iewe^lh^.p^^/ivrf^ 

la her Mnt^ aunt'Ctm^rrfofl*' tfa«i;mift*mnf^liH 
•lie-was whiter tbsa 'tiMfievdar 4U :JiMlv^f4w4li 
their ftoes with* ■ -f^ '•'■'. *'"r;:'q vi/r isjo/ 

Well, I lU my huHwi^ Mfc^Wq Cimll'SnMd 
hearin Affs. PeUin- flaelerin /siild fi|iin»>/fi)Rjn1Nui 

4isitiirhed, I gHH»i off*rwHh..wyii|4fturTAw^ 
Chtisy, when I saw myoiini lim: Ul [thff.glpp^ 
upm my<ireditit frigbtened me mto fiti^pfiJuHgli- 
ingf My oeee had Ued frem th^' thmipiVB?^ 
and the blood oovered my neckenshief i^.tjie^fPi^jr 
eyea blearin Ihreugh the holes in the old man's 
piiailer, and my' hair streamin over my shoulders 
down to tlie skirts of my jaeket, just Kh^^tbe 
ghost of the shaggy black goat in the tale «^^tiii) 
< Haunted Dairy.* I had only time for a look ; 
the alarum bell sounded. — ^< There's the hue and 
cry for the witch o' Vender," says I, « they sfaa'n't 
know her by marks though." In five minutes my 
face was vrashed, my pater said, my duds hid up, 
and myself in the bed, fast asleep, of course, and 
snorin, to cheat the listeners if they come to 
suspect me. 
Only think of Madam Camill, aunt Chusy !-^ 



1!HMf%to>>Wber^ hair, -except what^ gvows in th« 

^j b^lKMiOf lier tk>tho6k ehi»4<4iaitdy too, and 

lAiai h^&i,ViM, half «o>d«iiefy aft you, aunt) 

thl^i^ sh)^ 'tklb)^H • be quite so haJkj.r^l^t fire 

^f ^k\^mh^ttts or Wbaiii 2-^^**to this moment { 

ciif(fMftRe'^mtf'ih0y1be>atich mj 

¥lM^l^iJi> ii]fe^>ch«im«tid(; I have quite 

lost my pinetration, — May be its rnhKhiet they're 

ItflM^^iMMt^ P»^tefa «y mtetveas V 

^"^aaid^wffl'^bi^ ^ad to tee so fite^ letter ^y<^ 

^XSf^mn^t^^ooliwtlAlixBic^wy lady guire mf* 

9iSi%iid^ril' teftoh hiiti French alid Toacaitrr^l'Il 

^itmkHMHi f^tVottiaiieeyer b'lieToI'mDw^e 

tlVfly^!4^««<^ my hiart'a^ la ttie sane v side stiUi 

Iffiii^tllliusi^^ klU^ys yomr bmnnieoey 

'il jM^jolfeiii ofj,,j^uth is thp ipaskt-r-Hpw come } 
.)#) forget; poor; ^prry 
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LETTER XVIIL 



• It •: .1;; > 
1 M ' » j • • . ■ ■ •■ ' ■# 



[Katheren, Countess of Blei6siiigbam»^ ,tp S^ea^ipo^ , , 

MormngtonJ " '!'.' ' ' 

We leave the palace in nteW 6af^ Ryr-lMtf 
Blessingham's Tuscan vilHu <Evay^T«r)y6>jil ilg«E6 
with us, although her fath^ remains ^at tiife PilttfM- 
wondersand murmurs: — ** Howstnttlgte io^iUI^ 
giare at this season, Katberen! the 'l^lprtAcli- 
ing Carnival, the expected visit of tbdUr (SloHlttik 
Majesties, the general excitement, the bittrtttn^ 
self-importance of the busy,* the vacant nmper^uf 
the idle ! — ^agreeables and laughables, nowdotoUnte 
to animate and amuse; but behold^ While^IosC' ifi 
the imagery of gay expectancy^ I am stunned tHdi 
sentence of exilement, and all my fair for^tal- 
ments fade and fall, baseless, like the ' fabric of a 
vision !' " 

It was in my boudoir she thus rattled; I listen- 
ed to her complaints in silence, unwilling to com- 
municate the -suspicion that a strange, but in my 
opinion ridiculous tale, told by my aunt's came* 
riera, had induced this sudden order for depar- 
ture. Even Judith^ so childishly prone to the 



wild and wonderfal, giggles, at Camilla's descrip- 
tion of a ferocious creature, homed and hoofed, 
with brimstone breath and fiery eyes, whom she 
encountered a fe]^ fiigh^fdn^.iQ the gallery. I 
had not patience to hear out this absurdity. — 
Strange that a person of my aunt's firmness should 
lend 'even' partial credit to a tale so vulgar! she 
seems agitated, perpilexed, terrified, mutters half 
sentence filid shuns society; yet sedulously con- 
q^alfl h^ti superstitious fears frpm £va, — ^yea ficom 
JMorsiogtoiLii^r should I hav« perceived ihev^ 
bu^ibl* h^rit^bsorptioQ apd sji^ilUr conduct^ dji^ff 
lug the houi:^ qsualljr devoted to n^y.inslaructioa^ , . 
. ; .Xfaelliitcbessof Zaj^olo had^roquested I wotfld 
jUk^ the •pot^ pf Virginia, in Cauut Al£ieri*s new 
^^IfiHgedy, ^ibout to be perfornied at her private 
^th^alirfi;. sl^ bad played it once, she said, but had 
fym^ hers0lf deficient in just conception of the 
parnt^ — Momington whs present at this request ; I 
received no other reply to my supplicating glance 
for his decision, than a look of cold astonishment ; 
the negative which timidity or fear of offending had 
alone restrained, was changed into prompt assent; 
I will not bend to such haughty sway; the con- 
cession which your pleading had, almost, won me 
to make, shall at least be postponed. Lady 
Blessingham did not disapprove. — And Eva too, 
had promised to perform ! 

My dear aunt, always solicitous for my pre- 



eminence, vfwM devotiiheneif ^ my loqpraiiCdMiit 
in deelamttim; lier t«dU!ioa'<M/iMcqnMlNii::2aiid 
hidi^ theatrical ^p&ntrs iiiFonderfiiL '»'8tiU^ti|b|i9%ii 
excited by her encomragemevit, avenntifliir lofitm o i tm 
regret and reimorte saMsned mfc; I'maraltban 
half repented my preetptateipromiae^ atidliaiU^ 
with sMiething fike "defi^i, tiie^ prtMpaet ^^alm 
iftcdrement, which the orders Cor apae^'veinbtdl 
presented. Soch was the state ofTmjriiMliiiga 
When Eta so pathetically railed at Aj ' pwwAim ty 
of fate, and yet her almost frolic gaiety* i a^ ar nafct a d 
the suspicion that her vexation was smneviikitt 
apocryphal. '^Andthen onthistrionioaiKatfaeMn^lf 
lAie continued, throwing her pretty Cgniiei mto 
iheatrical attitade, ^ fancy me prifna(BhnnaM4i4m 
opera Bafia, ii^hile Countess Kattieren ^vloiala 
qneen of the tn^c scena ! oh folly, folly, doff thy 
cap and bells and graq> a diadem !''-^I, 'AitMmg 
her manner sarcastic, continued — ^And Miaa 
Vanesk, thy fond and true disciple, Folly, wittfcsljp 
io decorate the brow of her divinity." 

Eva's forbearance is inexhaustible; she eatf;lit 
my hand; her eyes filled vnth tears — << Mi ! Ktt^. 
tfaeren, censure me not; have you never felt or 
found, that levity 6ft hides tfie heart-aehe i'^^SOio 
drew my harp towards her, and sang, to a lowailA 
plaintive ahr, some words in Arabic. I enqmred 
their meaning; she looked -from me and ivpeated, 
^th fidtering voice — << Thou art perverse in ihy 
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imrilfmfi to hev ^wbo Iovm thee^ ^nd obsequious to 

dbit'afrpF^kthed Ii£^r>*-Tf1f .£va^'^ fiiwd I, ^<Va sincere ; 

triiailieipppesiesiyiou;? ifmki". 

tfii«lrI«t(iiBOt ! I^dal^ sMl you wa too 4e^y 

»*wy^-^>Kiithereii>" $bci pontioroed) ** indeed, u^ 
fcedfdilov^yo^twijsli do 9Dt dffieeiaililes er^U 

YTM'sl^pd^stiyoiir own avottfal ?^ fiil4^ It fpndug, a 
intfa;; iff 40^ tymi; reioiiiittber .oi^ce jBi^iio^Iedginig 
Hute^ ryoa> iv^ve gifted Jby ip^twe wil^rP^oteue 
)i0iMVito> ifitt»i^lAe and dec^v^ 
i^tjMTIiaj^fiowei^ifae'Bieviei? eiierled fiAve;ta^ amuse 
sfftti^jBBUwisVv saidshey |erv«ii%9 ^if in augbt 
fbftiltdisseiiikle^it is to iftd^ my own weakness." 
Vififl]otiist0uisb!:' {repeated, ui^wilUDg to dwcUl 
0fiiKim hst iwords^^^r nnguia): i^peeob. * 
i^^-'She ImssidoiitfiroitifiooBii' to gaiety wilhber h 
igfMMISHBeomi she hastily dii^l«u9ed a smal^ figure 
«f Niobe transfonnsc^.gaMisred b^ robe of Indian 
^Mttfilm into tb&JOQse^iZid flowing folds of classic 
df9{)eryy and, lightly anoii9ting the^^estal, e^- 
eUkf^fAi^^ Now>Katberea>l personate my mar* 
%)fkprototype." ,Jm a mofnent her features became 
4Mda{id;motionlefSj lier limbs Tigid; the funo- 
l^f^^ of ejiiste^m^^feemedajviihilated ; the very eye 
ypim.iJ^a ^ d^tiiU ftj ^ tfaeligs no tpnger seemed to 

y ••' }"} ■.•■••./ f- t '.^ '■■■■'' ■ . . ■ 
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ihe stood like ooe ^ jort blastod Igc^Mfpnoiap ^igvp 
HoKTCB r— I dbridccd; okft fl|iBy|B Ugm^J^ »|W- 
deslal— "^ Ets," lexdauned, hj wfciil^ j^ e l tap HR 
inml hboor Iwn yoa ofnoirod oodi pi)||dl|BiMii 
power of imitatinn f .. «••:. rt-triw.<K 

^Eurlion mm ived to ki ii im . M i ^ i|ei<Mfc 
imllier than improve tliis talent," ■iiiJ.Ji|m>%JWI 
grandfiitlier bitterly lamented Ua pa|Uf«i|OflVP|Rm 
of aQebeflKtraordinaryfiicolty; Sinda^no^rdifippi^ 
aometbing of ita being mine by iabcvilaii^|iM)ll||^ 
abe would not explain* My fiuhcr lat ffeyt^jnlynnn 
adept in tbe art, for be can neither, ^pntiyj^jp^q j^ 
fuiae his feelings— ai^ popr &ther I jrowlAfcf»i<fi|' 
bad listened to those holy precepts 4QfoitQdl|i|Vfty 
departed friend P' . - «..,'.r .^yx\ 

Was there not aometbii^ anomalona,n, ,ipid A 

in tl^e head of a Boniaii Catholic fiynijly^affif>-^ 
tioning yoor early pemsal of, and snhmiliiiig: ^Bf^t 
to the stady of yoor domestict Sinda, a bootFn A'^^ 
free use of which is, I am informed, prakibi|^fd»|!Kt 
the fathers of your chiirch ?' .. 'p* 

'< Sinda," rep^ed Eva, quicklyt '^was Jie^iji^ 
our family, looked.onas a menial; Mr. Vaneskllt^: 
the highest . opinion of her heart and • judgn^t, 
and my father, though often harah to his depei^^ 
ents, yet, invariably, yields to Sinda n deferei^ 
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wliicli IiiB equals or Buperiors may vainly look for. 
In reply to your first remark — my grandfather 
was a Protestant." 

" And yet educated liis sod in the Catholic 
faith t" said I. 

*' There were many other serious points of 
dissimilitude between them," replied Eva; "so 
Biany, Kathcren, that 1 ha^-e sometimes doubted 
their consanguinity. My father never called hia 
reputed parent by that name ; Mr. Vanosk, too, 
though he often mentioned my paternal grand- 
motiier wth the enthusiasm of devoted attach- 
nueot, yet never spoke of her ae his wife ; even of 
kcr I know no more than that she was beautiful, 
unfortunate, and her name — Mary." 

I mused on the strange similarity of our desti- 
nies — Eva too enveloped in mystery ! 

" Siiida," resumed Eva, " knows all, but ber 
•ecresyis invincible; blandishment and artlfiee are 
alike inefficient to produce the slightest remission 
of caution ; she regards youhighly, Katheren, and 
may be induced ." 

" If her silence proceed from inl^rity," add I, 
** would it be right to assail it? — I too am in per- 
plexity Eva, yet I shrink from explanation." 

" Let us speak then of our approaching villeg- 
giatura," said Eva; "I will introduce you to my 
grotto, Katheren, my cave of Etephanta, and 
teiieh you to wind its subterranean recesses; but 
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you most be secret as Siodft' heiiBelF; she aqd -I, 
only^ know of ihia retreat ; its outlet to llUbite^ 
froih observation by a jungle of t^dbkufcrubik^-'S^cl 
Aearefaed opening;'on tbe steep btek'tf' the'Hve^ 
can only be approached by a boat. The acckf^ttl 
discovery of a vaulted passage in a -^mk't i^ my 
fiither's grounds called ^ the wildeniesii ' :&rst 'l^ 
lis to this crypt, but thwe is a holiow in the n^ 
immediately, above the mouth of the cavern^'l^ 
which it may also be entered,** . n • 

. " Is it far from our villa?" I enquired. ' ' * *' "'• 
^ Midway between my iather'9 ^assind and 
liady Biessingbam's Circean CasteUetto, d*, M-U 
is sometiines designated, ^ il Palagio IfAHniik^ 
Katheren, you must beware of the ^Jiera si&peM6 
^hibUe e diisersa P *^ She tried to appear mdB^ 
signing and thoughtless, but there was a' quidli 
apprehefnsl\'^ glance, a flattered yet learnesff^x-^ 
presdion of countenance, which betrayed thsit iuai 
quotation was not made inadvertently. I Iboktf 
displeased, and would have spoken t* she pre-i 
vented my serious inquisition, by exclaiming^ wiiH 
that' extraordinary promptitude which characte- 
rizes her — " How ple^uied poor Mornington Wifl 
be to ''scape the, dear frivolities, of the codiiii^ 



season." 



** And in his pleasure you forget your grief?*' 
said I. 

<' Even so Katheren," she replied, emphati- 
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C9i3fy>*^ sweet are the sacrifices we make to 

i , {..arose hastily, unwilliiig sbB should perceive 
my disoomposore, and pretended to examine a. 
latere. 

^..^'^ By such a friend as Momington," resumed 
Bi^^s^^ what sacrifijce ia not merited? — ^my com- 
panion, my adyiser, during eight years of heedless 
youth T' 

^^ Childhood, you should have sidd, Eva," I 
observed. . 

i,,r^^ Nay,.<nay," she exclaimed, laughing, ^^ you 
would e:^alt yourself into the matron, would you, 
and arrogate superiority of years and experience ? 
Ipt. saving your marital dignity, lowly as Eva 
loftks, she might claim, at least, that unprized 
prfoedence priority of birth bestows; add to the 
t^orm. of my sojourn here, the sixteen years of my 
pDsyiaus existence, and you will find fearful odds 
against your dictatorship Katheren," 

■J^ Impossible !" I exclaimed, ^^^hat, older than 
Miyrnington ! that childish form and air, those — ^^ 

./< Baby features,'' added Eva, << so incompatible 
with womanly dignity — still incredulous ! Sinda 
then shall avouch my veracity." At the tinkling of a 
Mlver bell the door flew open, displaying the negro 
Bos^ja with his wand, standing like the Hindu 
Choabdar, his finger on his lip. — ^^ Send Sinda 
bitheir.T-Yonr page was not in waiting Katheren, 

G 2 
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venHj according to your will aii4|4e9»fifpf;.^CQPll|^ 
Alfim maj intnidewitfilw pfieiM #i9Ai9l9t|)9ll» ; 
be is no flmorite wUb Sfoniingto^^.ij .<t .j^-nlno- 

<< Therefore you w<ni14 4i«mi4*,|diii/'! ^eWt-J^ 
GOlauriog} *^ bat wby Mrtwn^i^ one is^b^O^Alfm 
than I can tolerate^ and yiHi ar^ y0t unUeeiiii^ 
eatatrioAOiiy can, nlone, ecmfer the' pm¥i}^r0>^ 4^ 
minating to such disting^uisbed post — ^t^^^lmrJ^^f 
Blesifaigham.'^ / n <./ > 

Eva did not, or would oot andcrstHAd myifAlf- 
casm; she sigbed, looked inta the now^migmNsd^ 
»nte-roo«i, and whispered — '^ Yon ire ihv^yft ^ 
learn, Katheren, that my Cither is t|^, |q}iM^ 
cice^beo of tbe Conntess Btetriee i tbat^th^ [world 
looks forward to thek union," -n f : !/ i.v/at 

<^ Base scandal!" said I, in^ygnantfy;; ^.(H^ 
j^iint has no concealments^ at least none tbsU^iyip 
degrade h^; she has explained td me tliA>eM8es 
iof this selection ; surely," I added, a Uttle 49fi||- 
temptuonsly, ^* the mother of tbe Earl of Blea- 
singbam is secure from tbe misrepresenitalioips 
wbicb( woald augur aught, save friendliiiest^tfi\om 
sach an intimacy." /I 

' Eva turned away; I was sorry for my barsb* 
nesS, und resumed*— ^^ You forget, Eva, that my 
, aunt has been for more than twenty years the re- 
spepted widow of Lord Blessingham; is it poe- 
i|ib|0.jhp could Aiake a second choi^ wgitboutfiir- 



ftfiin^iShi^ lidveri^^e^ diat filkl vdnarntioii, IsIm 

^'B^^lK^-i3ii^VBrif#i&m|knt Wks^i^ I pitied h«r 

confusion, though- 1 'Middi4iilfid the digitag^aoiift 
«fartKtee by^^t^^ch «h« had Mig8dn^^OQgh%io|ynejudioe 
niftMf^iMBteiad ildft; 11ii§ etttriuM)^ 6f > SincUi bi^oi^ht 
i^^f td ^ both ; Eva fleiir ttfWtfdg her.^<< Jyo^* 
^a^ ^iteh&i^^i f*^ Cbttntess will mt brieve that 
1 itii fott^ndi^twdflty !^^^ - 

*^ No more you are yet, Miss ETtt^*' ludd the 

Bhidft, ^^diAtety, ' << bat 'titdll bei fom^and-twenty 

ytiia»i^^Mfte'C»tfristiiiaB sificcf you imW the Kght;^' — 

It is is^atiige, B^tiice, tbat^ nt times^ the rery tones 

'Wd'iiliott^ (^this^trdnipaa seto famUiatto me. 

^W<i(K;i>^r vjf^>> rgiijd Eva^ «oa!rii^Iy, dmwing 

towards her the reluctatit Sinda, << eome, sit be- 

'i^de m^-^^l&si^b^reny you authoriae this fiunili- 

'^WAVff^ I steihd, and Shida seated herself. 

"^fiWv^ cofititiued E^m, << will you teH me where 

llrlfe 'gi^ntic Mrlh took plaee; was it at Pktna, 

wH^cimy'gi'andBire lived when he loft his Indian 

pat«dilie of; Oaibmire, or, was it at Benaretf?' 

'Sittda- sb^h her head. <' Once Kktheren,*^ s^d 

Eva, reproachfully, <^ Sinda would rush to her 

Mirslii^g ad*thefitteel to the magnet^iher light straw 

ify t^ amber, but ilow she is unanndfiil of her 

dtti^ge, forgetfiil'of the time when, forsaking my 

childish gatmbola at h^r bidding, t would sing the 

sweet aong of the fcorih^ anddeek her^ like the 
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eighth Avatar, with garlands and nebklaee' tof 
Chumpa and Moogree flowers ; foy pr^Hy roUilrfj 
formed with cunning workmanihip of fifffik^a 
Tariegated seed, is thrown aside-^nay tins' aftii- 
quated baaUe is more prised than aH the^iftii'^lif 
Eva!'' She drew from the Hindift'ft stotaiadlii^ 
the chain with its corions appiendatlt. '^'^TVy^'it 
my mother who gave yon this t;lhni6jr"]pbtui4^ 
box?*' Sinda again waved a negative; ^^Xt was 
she then of whom my grandsire sptfke; it was 
Mary!" • •^'"'^• 

^ No," said the Hind^ with startling quicktiMi, 
« it was Kathcren." . : 

«What!" exclaimed Eva, "the name of ilie 
Countess V* But Sinda was again dumb. ^^"Kk- 
theren," said Eva, " will you not aid mfim'p&t' 
tunity? Surely Sinda cannot reftne to tell you 
of your namesake I" The expressive gesture of 
the Hindis was now admonitory; Eva playfhHy 
knelt, clasped her hands, and extended them to- 
wards her nurse. The Countess Dowager en- 
tered. — " Rehearsing Eva ?" she exclaimed, " Ka- 
thoren cannot fail to profit, by copying so complete 
a counterfeit. — And Sinda too — ^the Appius of the 
scene — pray invest her with the toga; the illunon 
•will be perfect !" 

" To Katheren, who is a mere tyro in the art, 
it may seem so," said Eva, rising, and seating 
herself beside me^ while Sinda took her usual 
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-sta^op b^bind her mistress ; ^^ but to your lady- 

t^isIr-Nov" slie contioued, with sarcastic em- 
^gb|^$} ^^ so ioimitable an actress would sicken at 

aifiec defective representation:" — then, with 8iu>- 
ipi^sti^ Tersatility, she added, — <^ but Katherea 
Jias renounced the buskin, means to sink into the 
^b«p matron, and content herself with supporting 

the .exalted character of Countess of Blessingham." 

;, ^.^Mndeed^" said my aunt. 

,j. "So," dontinued Eva, "our poetical Count 

must mount his hippogriff to seek another Vir^ 

Since when," enquired my aunt, gravely, 
have you been constituted Katheren's directress? 
Jot she so fluctuating as to be induced, even by such 
f^otentious counsel, to a retraction which will 
iportify, perplex, and disappoint?" She turned 
.to me. " Shall we pursue our studies in this 
.apartment, Katheren, or retire to more commo- 
dious privacy ?" 

Disturbed by her suggestion, which baffled the 
auticipated disentanglement, but wanting firmness 
to avow my disinclination t^ perform, I presented 
a chair, in silence, availing myself of the temporary 
relief afforded by the presence of others. Though 
my heart was sad, I could scarcely forbear smiling 
at the conduct of Eva and the Hindii; both must 
have perceived that their society wa^ irksome to 
the Countess^ yet they seemed pertinaciously bent 






on TSnl^in^. BVa- drew towards ner toy uiifi- 
mili^ inmingt atid plied the pencil as if licf 
lireliliood depended on ite progress, while Siuda, 
^keoveriBg, or pretending to dUoover, a rent in 
licr hijiy*a tobe, deliberately drew from her pocket 
■ hotuewift, whick reminded me of Mrs. Susan'^ 
sod very lediilotulf ect herself to repairing it. 

" Eva would excite hy precept and fxanu^i^ 
•dd the Coanten, smiling'; " WHSu ikhcl'lrngBt 
foxa tOitctHm, Katlieren, 1 vrtll order ' inyeaaer, 
and proceed nith a copy of tliait' pitrtarel*' Sne . 
pmated to a Medea by Albani, which li^ng m'k 
reeeaa at the further end of the aparttnent 'Bimja 
again appeared at the gammons of the uiver 
dlitnet. *> Camilla," sud the Countesa,' aharply; 
the boy, with a ralent aalaam, vanished. "'.^Te 
yon and Eva made exchange of pages, KaCheren i" 
enquired the Countess. 

Eva replied*^ qiocUy ~^ " Sweeney despatcbeji 
Claudio with letters, and entreated I would permit 
Bonja to supply his place in ftaiti camera." 

" She should not arrogate such authority," sud 
the Countess ; " it is the province of my Swiss to 
receive and distribute all letters." 

" Sweeney," observed Eva, " is an intractable 
person ; she thinks the Swiss n^Iigent, and will ' 
not commit to him her important despatches." 

I was stirprised ; this trifling circumstance ap- 
peared to annoy my aunt, but ever since Camilla's 
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^i^pijl^ ■«e«li,t<>.j^Y«,d«9^^^ }ier; a. feafAir. b^f 
pqwer to dUcomjttwe, , ,i, -.-.'■ -.i -' ■■! 

Camilla now sppeture4 ,w>^, b^r )ad^9 W^ 
placed the frame bo^ire bpf iqutrec^ ,«nd f^liradt 
" Camilla," said £yI^ gari^<;^ly>. ^T^Wnittlee.UM) 
Japanese, ia lier loiw;, .jowniWt 0lj> aad ^wncnt 

^^l^".,! ■ s. ,. ■ ..-■■■ ..,.-; 

for mora thaq twentf . yeora,';' «^bBtyved the Coun* 
ten *Muid ^t nevi^r intrudes, n^ver ^ar^treQcI^ 
upon reapQct, or, depart, from th« U^Iabl« fluty of 
her^tiop,"_ ..,.-, .. , 

'./^Atoni^edi at tfat;. i^iiwofite^ *bI^^]| ^^ ber 
t4nje|.I|ivould barp looked to\mni» m; aunt, bot 
my flpquiri^g^lanoe was arrested by a flash. from 
the bril^iapt orhs of ths Hindfl, a flash of 
oommmgied contempt and abhorrence, whicbf 
bad it possessed power in proporUgn to the will 
of her vho darted.it, would have blasted ita 
object. Startled into vi^nary terror by tha 
ligbtoing g^leiam, I involuntarily sjvung. to Bfareen 
my aunt from its blighting influence, but sbe had 
also risen, unconscious or nnnundfiil of her fyt, 
and drawing her chair and Uggia towards the 
recess, soon seemed engrossed by her employ- 
ment. My sorest anodyne in grief, ia in per^ 
plexi^, Beatrice, is to copverse iritb. you ; I tof>k 
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my pen, ftnd, xnMalmhed hj «iy aflridooiiir ten- 

this moment. ; » v. ,. ,j- i,. .^ 

' :' •: ''*'•• .• ;tt!ii, ♦ ". 
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TIm same W the* Mme« <..'::)!! - 
[ur cojmHUATKwr.] . ,., , , j 

Aptj&k a lapse of nuBrjr daja, ImBnoMsj.my 

Omr nlent occupations w«re intenrpptedMi^iiie 
entrance of Momingtes; my btart fluttered aa^^e 
seated himself beside me, while Eva -flange away 
her pencil, and hailed him with deligbttd^wdcMnle. 
I tried to appear indifferent, but could net; to hide 
my tremulous emotion I took up the manuscript of 
Vii^nia, which lay upon my writiiig tiMe, and, 
aknoet unconsciously, t«ad aloud a few sentences. 
It was the mere exertion of physical power; My 
mind was exclusively occupied by Eva and my 
budbaad. The sudden movement of Mornington, 
who rose abruptly, teealled me to myself; Eva 
playfully snatched Hie manuscript — ^ 'Tis pity 
such curious oaligmphy should feed the flames,'* 
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md 8be5 »f^ we vUl ^ply H(to HttfioTtttDt pmrpote; 
Sirndsh J^iH^lugbeet flight (^ Pcgasug shall circle 
your slender twist; 'twill figure in a tbxead fopetj** 
she added, carelessly flin^ng the manoaeript to 
her nurse^ who, at Lord Blessingham's entrance, 
had retreated to respectful distance— ^^ ear dra- 
matic mania hae subsided, Memington; Kather^ 
was the first convalescent; with fair apology r»- 
d«em8 her hasty promise." 

^' Thanks te your remonstrance and my mo* 
ther's arrangement," said Momington, haughtily. 
Tlie resolve dictated by prudence and inclina- 
tion was instantly overpowered by the impulse of 
ungttVMiaiable initatioB. Were my uniuflacnced 
intentions to be thus attributed ? My aun^s sag* 
'gesMon^mtpplied me with a plea for persistency. I 
«^[>eke>with assumed calmaess -^^ My arrange* 
/meatPi Lord Blesnngham^ Were previously made; 
IijwiB ndther mortify nor disaj^int^ by brealdi^ 
>h«tMiat Eva tenoos^^my hasty promise." 
r i uf&iw^nvagUm precipitately quitted the apartment^ 
£m DWiyU have followed^ but was prevented by 
^ mogro's announcing Mr. Vanesk, who ealesed 
.^Ji^roptly. He einbraced hia daughter^ cordially 
ealuted Sinda, passed me with thatal^bt dediaa- 
tion. of die. head which can scarcely be called 
^ebeisttuce, and strode^ with the ms^jesly of an auto-^ 
.cr^tt, to the further end of the room, where saiib^. 
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«€ the tM>mekit, ^»m oiMiiiirked wSA i^AttltatiiAJ mj 
mind was preoccupied, it had no room tot -p^itj 
reientmeats. Bra riMilii6dK<tt'eiil]^dirmefat,'bQt 
i^ypeared agrhated and altttricteA, 'Sinda lektrtSd 
thanglitfully^ou her fflfd/s diair, ^eettriag to Wiktx^ 
the tonches of the penetf,' I took tayfraitl^'kiid 
ivttcedwith errikig naedle ttieflowers <^ tey^NUDtl- 
broidery^' whtle <mt haughty i^rffoi' cM^^^rtkdfti^ 
low but energetic tone with the Oofinti^ -^^CMJiJe 
•I distinctly heard tb^iiimiedr AcMn/'Md £lkMc^ 
tihal my aant'« voice "Wtt^ ht^r^asit^ ofpSlW^^ 
or entfeaty; at lebgtb tHb MtrMMr fo^ ^d^M- 
peaitfaig'hii 6aIU1»tioii6> and ^eerttnofifA}6^'^f^44- 
tirtng»wfaen Eva^ who^fi^M^d«tuft^«1ii^iyiM|^^ 
eKelabned— <* TWice^ dettif 'fethei', haV^j^o&^^n 
tha OounteM Katherea. A'Tft^thttdafd^'aMOM 
k often formed at second is^hti arid irddi fclhtJ^Hfy 
as yonrs is entively iacensistehl with ^6*crf'lt^likli 
cAMnnoftaro.*' - ^ ''''''''' -'''' 

I ttnoouicioosfy raised laxy ^ft^ to the disflj^ul^ 
but expresiive counten^Yrce now tdnied tdtr^Wb 
aM; he looked ^ the stronger and tbe fiercest spMt 
thatfovf htin heaven/-^«TheCountes»Kirtihereni'" 
ha repeated, with sfitgnlar emphasis, lengthening 
each separated syllaUe. 'My aunfs palette fell to 
t)ie ground. 

^ Niece of the^'OcmsitesiEr Beatrice, dear father,'* 
sidd Eva, earnestly. 

^^1>vei truei'Mie'eried, in a hurried manner. 
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I iiad fixnidau*' Be Wfiinifril to rwt«cc tkm 

^)^4^f, :iritlt^lr^pd jii^^ ^thatoiiraopMalt- 

H^p^bipis not 90 i^prol; that ipe hwo dvieeoMt 

I^Tjrfiijs^jA Irelsmd'-'-^TlM vend, M£v»caid,«H 
.^fl^i^jlltic ; . «11 stu^ ; IhA CowiteflB tiu««d Wf 
^x(|^|i)4t.$od4uU«nM A loud and tjngnbr cgaM- 
.4f4J9ii, ^•Yaiieal^ fiwigon me a lookef per- 
|{i^{;f^^l^ld 4»«(rQ^ ^Indaedt^I 

,f;f9qcf||]herh-lMrt; I ,M hoped— that i^.I^jiet 
.(lifspf)!^ ei9. triflaoc^ «a incideat could .ho' . . j ^ J * 
J^^^i^t^f^loillk^ 9^ qpoke aC.a|[i 

, W 8 g g?ff W ^ wjrii. t^ Giraiid Diiike» end departcy^ 
^2.».J^;>fta9t. thoogfatMly questioned me on this 
,p^(l4f|^poi^ ooBjorr^oe ; I i^ted wy adyentuk^ 
^3 Sft ^ < n>» tf ^ wd yoorS:; ebe repeated the name 
4]^il^frfm^--t9r]i»i«b ypu may remember figured m 
your romance — with the tone of recognition^, then 
ff^fg^^\/^ tbe putting, and pursnedr or pretended 
^ppi]^fy.>^r.empWyinent« All agiain sank into 
j^^a|€f^;,iti¥iaf^l^<|HiFhpweyeFyevidently9 the nlenee, 
Tifit^^4adpfi^s hut of reflection. At length Eva 
^47t-^.W^®i^..i^ first came here from India, 
^it^^^l refnem,ber , lliat myfathfr nndertodia 
long journey." 

.l<;It is about two years mnee I eaw him at Kil* 
larney," said I. 
. ,V^^^ must d|ea have visited bdwd daring his 
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last absence from home/' obcerved Em, looking 
at bcr niirfie ; " was it to that country he w«nt 
alsoy seven years before, when — - — J* 

^^ How would I know why where he went, Miss 
Eva?*' interrupted the Hindu, ang;rily. 

*' How would you know why ?' cried Evb, 
laughing, *< by Judith's intuitive prescience ^hy; 
she seems gifted with second siglit, acnd you jure 
fac similies of each oilier ; it would be difficult to 
discover the original. They have made . iM .a 
convert to the meteropsycjiosiaa creed, Kathenen, 
for I am persuaded that the soul of one of Joiditk's 
progenitors has transmigrated to Sinda, ^r tbgt 
the spirit of Sinda's descendant now- infortts fte 
plump material of your perspicacious 'tire womw : 
Tou had a child Sinda ; it died ?' i'- ' 

The Hindu, with a faint wail, smote her bosoilBi» 
and burst into tears — "Sinda, Sinda," cried -Evp^ 
clasping the neck of her nurse, '^ thus does my 
ungovernable giddiness always lead me to indiis- 
cretion, thus do I requite the preserver of my life I" 

<< It was not I preserved it," sobbed the HindA* 

^' And who but Sinda," exclaimed her mistrm, 
** would risk life for Eva ? — Kathcren," she eonr 
tinned, impetuously, her colour rising, her whofe 
frame tremulous with emotion, '' I have been 
sured for undue deference to this lieroic wo] 
but, be you umpire ELatheren — A serpent oncost 
to my. unguarded cradle^ and coiled its scaly; i 
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arming my itafimt neok; itvpoi^ned breath blighted 
mygfowth, but I liras finatehed from death— i-" 
While she spoke a 0uddeti mormnent of Lady 
Blesgitigteini attrdeted' me; her bead was turned 
towards ns, attd her eyes, with frightfdl'Stare, wei^ 
&x4d on the energeticspe^'ker. Eva was too earnest 
ki' appeal' to obderre the Coantesst my attentie«i 
•was lequaDy divided between therti — «" Sinda," con*- 
liiitied^Eva, ^^wonld now disclaim her generous 
self 'devbtion, yet who bat Sinda would have sav^ 
me? She barely hinted at Ihfe shocking seene^ 
«nd'fandy, that diffiise yet prompt delineator, at 
on^e'depieted the subtle Ck>bfa trailing its tangled 
fetigtJi towards my fiil^t txouchj reairing its motiejr 
et«sts, and hissing forth its horrid triumpl^ as it 
circled its sleeping victim-^-niethe«ght I felt it6 
sttfmy^urls atigmeiit their ehilling tension to crush 
my^pasfeive limbs; ftnoey then imfaged my henroie 
^Sinda -flying to my feeble' cry, clutching the 
T^Mmi^ reptile with the grip^ of fr€in«y, and — 
nerted by desperation-bashing the writhing 
niotiitier from her foster-^shild P 
* While Eva spoke, Lady Blessingham had slowly 
arisen and advanced towards us with noiseless 
step, her arms upraised, her eyes glaring, her lips 
Hvid ; I would have checked the excited girl, but 
horror held me fettered vrith icy manacles. The 
ttneonsrious Eva proceeded, and when she had 
^reaihed the climax of her vivid description, the 
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Countess, with the shriek of a tortured spirit, fell 
prostrate ! We flew to her. <^ Did conscience 
cry out at last T muttered the HindiL We gazed 
at this mysterious woman, but my poor aunt 
claimed all our attm)^oi^;^«h^ jTfmained long in- 
sensible, and is only, now recovering from severe 
indisposition f )ier feelingm ^hei tells .pify-w^ too 
poweriiilly excited by Eva's theatrical illustration, 

ima^na^ion; lihe confessed, leaving ,been be£pfe 
unnerved, \fj as extravagant a, fict^iv ^ ^ 

Tliis imrident will rfstard our rempvial;. t nev^ 
leave the chan^ber of the Count^; ,i|f tQbuiiand* 
endearments and expressive gestures^eviaenqa her 
desire .for my society; thus I can only write 
dunog her intervals of repose. 

Vour last letter describes a second interview 
with the monk,^-*Have you too, Beatrice,. wavered^ 
myourcr^d; But no; your heart, your faitb, 
your feelings are governed by one unerring pnn^' 
ciple, Alas ! I seem animated by two discordant j 
spirits, each to the other rebellious, unconfomjii- 
afaIe.-«-'Which should I subdue, to which sul^out (| 
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'. [Jdditik Sweeney, to li^ra. Sosan Sweeney .j 

.J ^ I • Bles^n^ham Villa. 

'Tis gone ! aiij}t,ph'asn)r, ^tis dead ! the hope of 
my heart, the little Grodrsehd tWt would have npt 



master 8 son, my lad^s 80% my little lord! — but 
lords are mortals ! — Comefbefore his time poor dear, 




see this day 

wnte before, aunt Chusy, I couTdii't write before, 
I nf^q't heart to tell it ; no more could my lady 
cither.—" Wlio*ll give me countge to tell my aunt 
I killed my child ?'' says she ; " how will I tell 
my sister ? I'll not tell it, I dare not !" My poor 
dear darlin mistress ! she wouldn't break a bird's 
egg, let alone kill her own child ! Play acting, 
aunt Chusy, play acting ! who'd think of seeing 
Madam Jermyn's niece turn play actor? 'Tis the 
fashion if you plase ! Dutcb^sses makin b'Ueve 
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they're dairy maids ! The Phooka fly aTvay with 
such fashions, say I, and with their inventors, 
seed, breed and generation. Don't scold aunt^ 
I'm not in my mind, and can't stop to pick words. 

That Dowger is at the bottom. of all this b^ 
divilment; what business had she to let fl:iiy Judy 
go routing, and she knowing very well the way 
she was in! Sure no blame to the poor inno- 
cent child ; she did as they let her, and so here's 
what's come of it !-^on!t talk to^ noa, I'm fit to be 
tied! • • A , ^ 

But 'tis a long time since you heard o£ usand 
our goings on aunt, and now I have no witi to 
write. First we were to go to the country all *of 
a suddent; then the Dowger took ill^ and ^ toy 
lady nursed her night and day— that did knr no 
food, body or soul ! Then Madam recovered, tod 
my lady was sent to the Dutchess o' Zag-mg 
somethin or other — no great matter what, they're 
all cracked alike — there was such shams and 
flams and rantifications as notliin but the very 
brains of Belzebub could bring about; then my 
lady took ill, and when hardly recovered, off she 
was again with one they call the Queen o' Naples, 
a crony of Madam Dowger's, much of the sai^e 
kidney as them other higliflicrs, all tarred with 
the same stick, running ding dong to ruin, a pack 
o' March hares ! what a purty lent they led I My 
lord looked black as thunder, but where's the use 
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of Bttlkin ? why didn't lie speak, and stop his 
.wife? grand as a stalkin gander, and quite as 
ddmb; wiiere'e the good of havii^ aeose if roa 
did^n't show it? see me, bow I row am all when I 
know Fm right ! Aant Cfaosy, I ooold thmnp 
bhm, attid if ever I have a. hmband that lets me 
rim my own r^, I'll strangle him, jtpcfa my credit 
Iwillf 

' Wei), one night in a whee gee frisk roond an 
rooad, my lady faints and fieiUs ; her fine firiends, 
that would swear by her shoestring when well, 
packs her off when ill, and home she comes, and 
'llieti comes this mishap — ^but I better say no more 
aboat it, for rage takes hold of me, and I might 
4od]«^ise into cmrmn — Salvus Criapos! as the Car- 
dinai says. 

- -Yonr letter never came to hand till this mo- 
xtient)' I don't mnoh cotton to the porter that 
takes the parcels; they call him Swiss, thoi^h 
hcfs Tuscan bred, for he is own brother to Camil; 
I like him the less for that^ and never trust him 
with my letters or my lady's. Our page is a 
proper boy ; have no flummery — ^'tis like physic, 
I 'abominate it ; he was the first to put me up to 
Mrs. Pollin's peepin into my ladjr's letters, so the 
boy kept your 'pistle 'cute enough, until I came 
borne, and now I'll r&A it, aunt : — 
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[Mrs. Susan to Jaditli.j , 

My good ohild^ you are Cfdied «pim\idr4/mi 
common duty, for na QommoQ jonooaget^ Jki ^abt . 
pride of hearl and spirifc. tbatlirde pride! irlmik 
iaaehotb' to overciome evil^ and to ^giioryrim ^leiqg 
tnada the insUrument of gaod^ YmtihrnntNgA aaii^ 
lationa Judith wbem I never epokb /eCiHr^Alafcl 
wby, in my ign<nrfUieetdid I.pray fev.thciriifiiipfal 
aerving ? To the bardaned^ .length ^f : days Mngi 
IH^ repeatianee I They iv^re mtftilr noi Jkidith, 
rahelling agiunst their .oauntrj^a ki.w% and 
ing on a fraudful trade, with> triokifctedix 
trivaiioe; the band of jneiiee was ndaed agiinst 
. them^ and they fled» .I. heard theiil aMp'tJvnB 
wrecked, and thought them dead,, bat lAmyjlbrp 
my child, they livel In your acoonM'refuthte 
midnight ruffian^ I knew liie mi8gdidedi"B9tBiek 
and his son Ck>rnelius. Wretched mc^j^'henliim 
SMie other and some greatet wickednesk ^ Oh 
Jttdith ! on my knees I have prayed linr-OocMs 
spirit to speak with, to exhort you, and tO'.;ad- 
monish them* Attend to my words, . fov 4btfy 
4Dome from above ; be firm my child, put maie 
your baby terrors, seek to find out ^ the seeret 
spring which you so providentially hit upon ; > be 
bdd in a good action, and prevent, if possible^ the 
intended mischief, by warning these miserable 
men that heaven led you to discover their wicked 
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purpose, for wicked and bloody I douitt not that it 
IB, and you my good child, if you had not been 
bewildered by fright, would have known as much. 
Pray God yori may not be t«o late ! Sliould your 
lieart fail you Juditli, and you have no courage to 
fq>eak, contrive at any rate, to place in their way 
■ ike lettLT you will find in this. You are Iceen and 
Idear sightied enough in worldly matters my girl, 
let there be no lack of shrewdness in what may 
•Bve a soul ; I fear your tongue more than your 
#antof management, but remember, Judith, that 
n careless woi-d may hang your uncle and the 
&thcr of poor Tade. 

;' Thie matter Yiqs bo on my heart, that I can 
■write but little of any other ; tny dear mistress is 
■pel e and shrunk, sitting alt day long with the 
OountCBs's letters bcfort; lier, crying, but never 
complaining. Miss Beatrice, too, looks like a 
ghost, wandering up and down the hall for hours 
of a day we expect to hear from Italy, then 
snatching the parket from Tadc, her pretty face 
bright again with hope, and tiying with it to 
Madam Jemiyn. I doubt no good news comes 
after all the watching, " Time travels slowly 
>6usan," says she, " sixteen long months before I 
3be my Kathereu 1" — She loves her sister, Judith, 
v*Veii better than I love my poor Ileen ; Miss 
•iMomington could never live and see the Countess 
lOB I now see that dark aMictcd one; but Provl- 
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denoe will bard its way ia> all ibmgf^ ihe iiB^mm 
strength, what ean a creatar^ ^doP^^^^Ta hiisuFeii' 
then I recoounMid yoo Judith^i and thetti -l -kve^ 
and them i wish to save — ^Just are its decrees {; 
though they go to thwart oar fooUdi wishes, isliU; 
we will be thankfol. &usan«. . 

[To Patridc Sweeney, cQclp^ed m the j^ece^pg.J ^. 

' This eye of God is upon yon Patriotic Irnr^r, 
p^^lyinake confession, abandon yoiir wicked int-. 
tants, eease to Bodsg^oide. your, u^fl^tu^afe qon, 
treasure tibe "few remaining days<of an 4Ui s|»ent 
life, and turn them to salvation, by. iirafer.ai^ 
penance. If you attend not to, this wan4ng,/lwg 
as yonr life has been, it will seam butt a iq^k ii| 
ihe long night of punishment that awaits y^. :;,. , 
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[Judith in, continuatioii.] , 

The dead eome to life !-*-My unde Patrick !-*«• 
Tade's father Cornelius! — Ruffians^^-HnurderArs 
^^anging* — Where am I? — What's eome to me? 
T-Mightn't I be dreaming? — ^Miricles and misfor^ 
tins %ing upon us like a flock of rooka { — B^ 
wit^mente, bewilderments !-^ Are you save y^oju 
ara't touched youjraelf Aunt Cbusy ?-T-Turn in^- 
f^raer !*--Do you think I'd demean myseli-r- 
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Haag Tade's £fttber l^^lsit 1 1— ^ArcPtlkem my own' 
eye6< r«i readin witk ?<~-And n fine letter too» witk 
words as kard a^-fliot gU>i)es^*^It must be true;**^ 
it is true ;'-^ril do it,— -oall me a opajuror if i 
don't !-r--4 But God help us Ma'am! 'tis months 
since I saw um ; mightn't the misefaief be done ? 
— What mischief? — bloody ! — Whose blood ? — 
Mine — my Lady's — my Lord's !— Where is my 
pinetration ?-^Wbo do^ Camil awe a grudge 
too? — Let me thiiik — it must be tbe pocn* page^ 
— she beat him one d«iy from 4fthouider. to flanki 
— »Or may be 'tis little Bongfy tbe black negur;' 
sbe kicked. him^^^-They're aliye howsomdever, tor 
I saw iim just now.--- Aunt Cbusy, Aunt Cbusy^ 
I'll save the boys, I'll watch this very night.—* 
But tbe spring again ;**^niay be FU miss it, — > 
when will my flusterfication end? You could 
wring every stitch on my back ! — Hang ! — hang ! 
— no such thing indeed, they never hang here, only 
sometimes by way of a treat, when a big cut throat 
is caught in the fact, which isn't common, cause 
no one can seize criminals here but constables, 
speereyes they call am — no Ma'sma, little rogues 
are^strung up ever so high by a string 'to their 
wrist, and then they're draefaed down with a j^k, 
their arms ^a^ed out of tbe sockets, and they 
bang diogle dangle from tbe dislo0ftl6djmn4i8.poov 
diviUh-r-sometlmes agatar they're kneeked on tbe 
bead with a bettifsti^ as* y4tt'dr slmigbter an qx^-^ 
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There's oontrnrancee for christians! bat they're 
no christians ; they're Idtes ; I forget what sort^ 
bat I think tis Amaly kites Mistress Sinda reads 
to me about* 



[Jadith in continnation.] 

I BOUGHT a dark lantern Aunt Chasy, and a 
white mask, made like a death's head* At the 
dead hoar of night I stole to the panelled gallery; 
my heart failed me only twice; once I thought the 
snakes on the pip of making a snap at me; an- 
other time, in the picture gallery, I'm positive sore 
I heard Mrs, Circy's hogs gruntin ! For fear of 
being tempted to screech, I pat a bullet in my 
mouth, and groped along, trying to think only of 
poor Tade. I found the spring, though the 'cute 
contriver made b'lieve it was the heart of a full 
blown rose, but it looked shiny and a little too higf 
so I pressed my thum against it, pop it went and 
after all only darkness; no light came through, no 
nothin-^'twas too bad when I meant to shew all my 
bravery! — ^Night after night I went the same 
round; at last Aunt Chusy — only for the bullet I'd 
have shouted — ^the lamp in the haunted hall was 
lit! That same night we had a grand rout in ho* 
nour of my lady's recovery; 'twas very late when 
the company went away; I'd have given up mrjr 
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|^r^J«fit but the next day was iixeA for comiil'to 
I Jibo V)lla, and sure enough 'tis ft'om that fine fUao- 
1 4»ria place I'm sending my story. I was ni^ 
tieing caught by Madam Camil, who was comin out 
«f tlie Dowger's room, but I turned my lamp, 
•lunk biihiud a pillar, and she passed it — well for 
me — of all nights in the year that night I forgot 

I the black cloak I put on for disguise; my Dingle 
j^fket would soon liave eaught Caroil's 'cute eye. 
j,(Stoad shaJcin behind tlie pillar a long time, and 
i^ughtto give up,but tbe^aoeof God purvailed, 

I ^pd ou I wont. All my panics were paid when- 1 
f^icd the light ! I bold the panel back till I found out 
jd^e knob on tlio othvr side, and tben I stepped in; 

[ ^. woa't say but ray heart thumped when the 

I ^(^rd humped, and only for Tade— 
^,, Well aunt Chusy, no Christian soul waa there 
)lfit the lamp, ao I had time tu betlnnk myself, and 
)}^vipg settled my plot in my own head, I cuddled 

I ny^clf up bebiad Scratchy, quite cosy, wrapped 
f)j» bullet up m your note, and waited and waited 
fiii my bravery was vanishin like froth from a 
tenkard. At last the door below creak' d, I gulped 
Ofy beai-t down, ('twas in my mouth,) in came my 
{(juaiiitances, with their black niazards fastened to 
Jlieir skull-caps, for when they plucked off the cap 
ilye mask went with it — " So you're more mindful 
iMjw my mou !" says I — tlio thought of my former 
Ipudy trick made rae a little Irisky, my courage 
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oame bsck*-**^ they won't hnrt.tlieiri owaflethiiMKi 
bbod^" says I; still I ^m dbfaeiwmieb fw.^iki^ 
teemed in a hroWn^ Biudf^Biaxm B.ttimeMW>%h^M» 
if their deinge were tieo Uaek tatalk^boui^jnAt 
last the eld one with his eaGklMi'Sniggeriwjrsr«*-^SBy 
tiie hokey I thought 'twas a bit of a hoax tlif^jiad 
put on US) and nerer meaiit to ;try:our 4netUe<iat 
all, or that some enter chap htA aiepped inraiKi 
done us out of the job." — ^^ A kiekjr los%'- says 
the odier, ^'I wish my hands were.^ washed fiKmi 
iV*^^ What signifies' adding ope sin to sdonsst'' 
says the father, ^^ we'll wipe aU out with a*gsM«n 
sponge; this is a fine place for purifyin; priests at 
every corner; we'll touch the clinkers soon, you 
fool, then off to the Settlements, and learn a new 
profession, — Let's try our lancets." He drew from 
under his cloak a long, narrow knife^ like a 
skewer, ami felt the point — I thought 'twas in my 
stomach ! — " Courage Con," says he, " sing a 
canticle, mao, to rouse yourself; why you look quite 
dilicate ! shame, shame ! and you the grandson of 
Con the raparee ! if the signal don't come soon 
'twill toll your own knell, I'm thinkin." 

" Where's our orders ?" says poor shilly shally. 

^^ Here," says the other, drawin out a paper; 
"how did the old witch contrive to write our 
tongue, when she can't speak it ? — but witches can 
do wonders." After another mockin laugh, he 
b^an to read the paper out loud — " When the bell 
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tolls twice, tbe door fronting die entrance, will be 
opened; proceed tiiroogli it along the passage, 
which you will find lighted sofficiently for yonr 
purpose; stop at the second turning to the left; 
the arch of the ruined aquednct will conceal you| 
the place is <k»erted, yonr TJctim is totally de- 
fenceless, and must pass close to the archway; 
spring en htm suddenly, for he is powerful, throw 
the bodyinto the tank, whose muddy bed will 
soon conceal it. Discovery is impossible; the 
jewels of your prey may be safely disposed of in 
another country, and a rich reward shall recom- 
pense this service.'* 

You needn't wonder at my memory Aunt Chusy, 
for I have this nate death warrant now before me« 
My blood ran cold as the old man read; I peered 
about, and sure enough there was a bell strung up 
in a corner; I shook off my shiverin fit — ^no time 
was to be lost — I stole from my hidin place up to 
the landin and threw my bullet with tbe note 
around it into the hall; it rolled to the foot of the 
old one, he snatched it up — " Another put off;" 
says he, ^^ but what a funny messenger; quite fit 
for its errand though — ^in the name of Nic and his 
imps what have we here?" He sprung up and 
leaned his back again the wall, just overright me, 
wrigglin his skinny blue lips, while his old black 
teeth kept chatterin, and his eyes twinkle twinkle 
in their bony sockets. The son jumped after him, 

H 2 
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and grinted his looks into the paper. While they 
read it I had time to complete my 'coutrements, 
the death's head was on in a jiffey^ my apron 
eovered my hair; the men hlared at one another, 
then at the paper — ^^ 'Tis a message from the 
grave I" says the son — ^^ From a Gk>minal/' says 
the father, ^^ talk of muzzlin my mettle ! squench 
the sun with a soap bubble ! tie up the wind with 
a packthread !" — Waving my hand over the ban- 
nisters like the Dowger, quite majestful — '^ Comey 
Sweeney, Comey Sweeney," says I, in a husky 
voice very terrible, ^^ your dead wife is risen frota 
the bottom of the bottomless sea to warn you ! 
leave off your wickedness ye bloody minded men, 
or ye shall be led like bullocks to the slaughter- 
house!'' You see. Aunt Chusy^ I didn't disre- 
member the story of the wreck. 

There was no need of a second speech Ma'am ; 
they gave one ghost-like stare at the death's head, 
clapped their hands, and scampered off by the way 
they came — ^' We'll fasten that door against second 
thoughts," says I ; down I ran, drew a big bolt 
and grappled a paper that lay at the stair foot — 
'twas the death warrant ! Twang went the bell 
in the cornerstone toll, then another; bounce went 
the opposite door, as if the bell wire pulled it 
open; flump, flump, came footsteps overhead — 
fright froze my very marrow ! — " 'Tis I'll be the 
victim," says I; "they'll throw poor Judy into 
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the tank!" — My eye lighted upon Larry; before 
'you could say whisht, I was safe at his back ; on 
came the heavy tread, slow and solemn; a door 
on the landing was opened — '* 'Tis a man,*' says I, 
" the man that was marked to be murdered, may 
be !" — ^Down he came, and dropped his handker- 
chief just forenent me; he stooped — "Salvus!" 
there was a face ! with a stony eye, and a tawny 
skin, pitted like the corals in the curosity rooms I 
Down stairs he stalked, and out of the very door 
they opened so kindly to kingdom come. Who 
can he be Ma'am ? Sonje ugly staggeen sweetheart 
of Camil's I suppose, that she wants to make way 
for a spruce young man — The wretch ! the abomi- 
nable wretch ! Oh ! if I could but hang her with- 
out hangin our mightn't we squelch the rela- 
tionship Aunt Chusy ? Fancy the face I'd have if 
they found out I was cousin to a cut-throat ! 

But Fm forgettin myself behind the Larry 
O'Connor; there's no more tribulation to tell of; 
I bolted through the wall in no time, and got 
safe to my room, without once thinkin of the 
Grecians. 

Don't fear my tongue aunt; I never mention 
Tade's name why, not even to Mistress Sinda, for 
fear the mother's name would pop out along with 
it— I don't want to let any one know there's a mad 
woman in the family. Sweeney. 

This is a passable place enough; we can see 



150 THE PREDICTION. 

what the Almighty made any how, that's some 
comfort; a fine spreadation of a house lies near 
us; Bonjy says Miss Eva's father lives there. 



LETTER XXL 

[Katheren, Countess of Blessmgham^ to Beatrice 

Momington.] 

Blessingham Villa. 

^^ CoNPinEKCs,'' you demand ; ^< perfect con- 
fidence.'' — ^^ Is onr throbbing anxiety for KathereB 
to be satisfied by letters, brief and incoherent? 
The journal discontinued from whose artless and 
minute detail we, at least, drew consolation ; you 
will resume it Katheren; you will still this agony 
aS foreboding terror." 

Beatrice, it is impossible; even in retrospect I 
would not, for worlds, live again that age of suf- 
fering crowded into the narrow span of the last 
few months ! Confession shall be made when it 
cannot be followed by suspaise, when I shall hear 
my fiat at the instant^ or read it still more quickly 
in the changing countenance, the reproving eye ! 
Alas ! the br^htness of my heart is withered !-^ 
The calmness of tuxbIl . life, the furked mountpin, 
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tlie waving tree, the fragrant flower, the gurgling 
otre&iD, have now no charms for me ; the creeping 
paley of my mind is only checked by the whii-1 of 
disMpation, the sunshine of celebrity ! Holy con- 
templation, chastening melancholy, sublimating, 
purifying, whose spells could once enthrall ray 
spirit tind lead it to Elysium, where is now your 
power? Thought is followed by depression, pen- 
BtvenesB by gloom. — Tears, bitter, scalding tears I 
— I'll write no longer. 

Beatiicc, why should I afflict you ? wherefore 
repine? The tear of to-day, will make brighter 
the smile of to-morrow ! caressed mid followed, 
life is blissful still ; hope waves ber airy wings, 
imagination's glittering wand sheds tlioueand 
sparkles, blinds drowsy j udgment, laughs at her 
darkened foe, and points to the towering height 
which [ have just forsaken. I'll climb its smooth 
ascent again my sister, and quit the envietl height 
no more. 

Behold me now, seated within Eva's cool aod 
silitut grat, breathing my thoughts to Beatrice. 
The river murmurs hy, its soothing cadence luring 
the mind to meditation. The Hindu, on her 
mossy scat, decked by ber frolic foster-child in 
jHcturesquc attire, twirls her Eastern distaff, while 
the Elfin Eva, extended at my feet, sketches the 
tranquil scene, ber teeming fancy peopling tho 
cave with uster sprites, Bpringiog Iroai 
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the sparkling ripples of the classic stream, ani 
clinging, sportive, to the crystal spars in pendant 
stalactites, which gem the vaulted roof, now 
glittering with the noonday sun*s effulgence. Yet 
DO my illumes the deep interior of this wondrous 
cavern, from whose extremest point diverge, in 
opposite directions, two gloomy passages. That to 
the left, Eva tells me, leads to the wilderness in 
her fiither's grounds, and terminates in a thicket, 
choked with dwarfish shruhs and tufted under- 
wood ; this outlet she and Sinda once explored by 
torch light; the other has not been, as yet, 
«ixamined. Eva's vivid portraiture makes me 
curious to behold the mirrors of the dark recess 
reflect the taper's light ; perhaps we may discover 
some more commodious entrance than our present 
precipitous pathway from the cavity above the 
river's bank, which I chose in preference to fur- 
tively threading the wilderness of the grim Nabob. 
This Vanesk, Beatrice, fills me with indefinable 
terror; there is a meaning in his full bright eye, 
which alternately irritates and chills ; one would 
ima^ne that some hidden repulsive power forbids 
either to approach the other, for though conscious 
I am often the object of his investigation, yet 
when I boldly raise my eyes to retort his inso- 
lence, he, too, shrinks back, with looks at once 
sinister and suspicious. The Countess also, 
though compelled to tolerate, secretly deteste 
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tliis arrogant intruder, whose unwelcome yisitfi 
completely banish Lord Bl^ssingham from his 
mother's villa; once I would have passionately 
resented, yes, and pertinaciously opposed such 
encroachment, but now — ! 

Beatrice, should we confide to those we love 
that anguish which no sympathy can alleviate, no 
counsel assuage ? afflict our friends without ad- 
vantage to ourselves ? No, no, such confidence 
is reposed but by the weak or drivelling — I am 
interrupted. 

It was by Sinda, who, apparently unconscious 
began to ihant a low and solemn requiem. ^^ 'Tis 
the song of the Suttee," whispered Eva, observing 
my fixed attention, '* hymned by the Hindii widow 
on her funeral pile ; the cry of the fenatic immo* 
lators will follow ; Sinda is in one of the visionary 
retrospects which often entrance her; at this 
moment she lives but in the past ; do not be 
alarmed ; do not disturb her." 

The chant gradually swelled ; tears burst 
through my closed lids ; * I too had shut out the 
present, and fancied I once more heard the me^ 
hincholy dirge and wild lament of Ireland.— 
*' Now," whispered Eva, " the wood blazes, the 
fire ascends, and now — prepare Katheren — the 
victim's shrieks are lost in the mad yell of the > 
multitude." Scarcely were the words pronounc- 
ed) when the Hindu's voice, r^ed to its highest 
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fiteb, poured Ibrth a wild taanltaouft dioat» 
which, reT^rberated hy the mxM HHm esfe^ slmdc 
on the ear with deafemng chuBour. I started in 
aatonithmeot) Eva huighed, hot sh^ ted^ f^aaed 
aronnd in dire amaaement, for the f uiiiiriag ' ioand 
wat now caught np fajr human vmce^ and swelled 
into a cry so wild, so strange, that even the U^^ 
the lesdote Sinda, who had rieen to a p e hg ize^ 
were doeed hy terror. We looked np;* the light 
from the aperture was partially obse6red; we 
sprang to oar feet in alarm; somethii^ roHed 
down the precijntoos descent, and Ja£th lay lot 
oar feet Her eyes were closed; we ihtm^sd she 
hadfiiinted; Sinda raised her. <^ Am I deader 
drowned ? — speak/* she cried ; << Vm afinud to 
open my eyes, who are yon, don't mnrder me^'fc^ 
the love of your sweet souls don't mnrder me in 
a mistake; Tm Judy, Pve two eyes, mydExnis 
smooth, Vm Judy Sweeney, your own fl^di aad 
hlood V* She knelt, and wildly gntspeA the kneea 
of the Hindu. 

^* Look up poor thing, look up," said Sinda> 
** are you hurt ?' 

Judith slowly moved her head aromod, wkh a 
stapified stare, then burst into hysterical laughter. 
^ Miss Eva ! my Lady ! Mistress Sinda ! mysdf f 
all underground ! might it be a tank ? there's the 
arch, but whore's the mud ! — Miss Eva, do^ Kl 
a good lady, tell me who I am." 
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B bloesota for my Puck, to be sure," 
tried Eva, laughing immoderately, "but perhaps 
you would prefer a Bottom," 
, ''Bottom," repeated Judith, "the bottom of 
-tJw bottomless sea — Puck ! is that the name he 
goes by? but wliere's Camil, and the poor blind 
flpothcloch ?" 

Thus inccherently did the terrified girl rave for 
«omc time; at length her alarm somewhat sub- 
sided. She related that she had been walking on 
tlte bank, and saw a boat, in which she thought 
«he spied two of her 'quaintances. 8inda ques- 
tioned Iter as to these 'quaintaucGB, but — with her 
^ual singular mixture of sturdiueBS and civility — 
Judith begged Mistress Sinda, like a good woman, 
not to ask queelions, for she wouldn't answer 
them. I hope this poor girl has not got into love 
entanglement, for alUiough she acknowledged that 
j^he watched the boat until she saw it moored in a 
Jittle cre<!k, she would cunfese no further as to 
her coiumunicatlon with the men it contained, 
merely stating that on her return, she had very 
jjerUkiar reason for not wishing to be seen, had 
crept on all-fours round the point made by tho 
^H winding of the river, had seen a great hole, 
^^m peeped in, heard ten thousand victims call ten 
^^M thoui^aud murders, screamed for help with all her 
^^P might, lost her balance, and kept rollin' and 
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Bcreamin^ and screamin' and rolling till she lost 
her senses* 

^^ We most initiate her/' said Eva, ^ into our 
Eleusinian mysteries, and inaugurate her aster 
priestess with l^da; else she will betray our 
secret/' 

^ Betray ! is it blab you mean V vociferated 
Judith; <'not if they dragged my every bone 
from out its mother socket I** '* • 

' We hastened to conduct the poor bewildered 
girl from the spot^ her vehemence bordered oA 
insanity* . < * 

Judith's excitement still coiltinucsT she half 'the 
feverish restlesisness of one oppressed by s<nEhe 
guilty secret; wie have made h^ familiar with 
the wonders of the cave, but it is manifest that 
her mind has received some terrible impresnon, 
unconnected with the accident of her ftill. My 
thoughts are turned from more gloomy contem- 
plation, by anxiety for this affectionate girl ; she 
and Sinda are now the attendant Duennas of our 
rambles, which are often directed to the grotto* 
Judith never descends therein without casting 
through th^ dwarf wood which surrounds the cavity, 
a look of keen investigation. Once she requested 
]permission to pursue her walk, although the sun 
darted its scorching rays on the unsheltered path- 
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"vpay ; we retreated to the grotto, but l^nda, who 
calls Judith light headed, watched the girl, until 
she glided round a small promontory, when, as if 
swallowed by the earth, she vanished* Sinda 
waited impatiently for her reappearance ; at length 
she perceived her literally creq)ing through the 
brubhwood which skirts the margin of the bank. 
She looked so haggard and exhausted when she 
descended into the cave, that we dared not ques- 
tion her, and pursued our employments, appa- 
rently unobservant. The girl sought the obscurer 
part of the grotto, and threw heirself upon some 
moss which Sinda had collected for our accom- 
modation ; petrescent drops fell on her head from 
the damp roof, but she heeded them not, h^ arms 
were folded in her apron, her eyes fixed; she 
iseemed harrowed by a waking dream. We con- 
versed in a low voice eyeing her askance ; sud- 
denly flinging her arms to their utmost length, 
she vociferated, in a voice which rang through the 
cavern — " Don't thwart me, don't, I'll have the 
jewils if ten thousand divils warned me off!" 
Terrified by the echo which thundered her word% 
she threw herself at Sinda's feet. — " Put on my 
death's head, J^Ia^m, quick, quick, 'twill save us 
alU" 

. We soothed the poor distracted girl, led her 
from the cave, and hurried to the villa« On the 
terrace we encountered Vanesk; he passed ua 
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hastily, with a nod of recognition; we were 
moving onward, but Judith seemed rooted like 
the tall pine near which ahe stood, gazing after 
the Nabob with. horror and astomsbment. 

^^ It is mj father/' said Eva. 
V The girl shridbed* — ^^ Father !" she repeated ; 
^^vtalt^-^tout — strait-*^K>ck marked-rfblind of aii 
ejre^^'tis the victim, the very victim \". 

Eva coloured ; I took the girPs ami, conducted 
her to my apartment, and as remonatralnce bad 
finled, I tried the effect of menace, di^htly hinting 
that nnless she became more traelable we should 
beeompelkd to have recourse to confiaftmwit la 
m inttant .he was ineek and purnv., aoeoo^tiag 
for:her:eondnct on the terrace by affirmic^, vfiory 
pavdy^ that she took the Nabob foe thefet^h.of 
some person she had once seen, where^ she would 
not reveidi. Indeed this Vanesk seems to: inspire 
ally except his daughter and Sinda, with terror o:v 
aversion ; tb^ Countess Beatrice has the pruden^oe 
and firmness to conceal her. disUke, yet dt; is 
intense, almost, I might say, amounting to ah* 
horreace ; she already speaks of quitting, this eiw 
chantii^ plaeoy and prc^Mises we should travel for 
some , numtius. The vidnity of this Warloch 
poisons the Nepenthe I might else extract front 
those sweet 'Iharmonisers of discordant, feelings, 
tiMise glens and grots and rills and woodlands 
wild, which habit might again endear^ Surely 
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some strange itifatuatioii governs Lady Blessdag^ 
bam; idl perfect as ehe appears, at times bier 
aetians are. contradictory ; at the Palazzo we saw 
comparatively nothing of oar unwelcome visitor^ 
yet from the Palazzo filie posted with precipitate 
eagerness. I remember well her restless anxiety 
on the morning of our departure; we were en 
route at six, the postillions were urged to theic 
utmost speed; a crowd was assembled at the 
Pohte Trinita, whose mva$ for the Countess 
jperoed tbe. blue welkin; my aunt, roused from 
profoimd rererie by the clamour of the populaccji 
cast a bewildered gaze around, then sank back^ 
mc9« deaUiKke than die marble statues which 
embeUii^ the bridge. She waved her hand im^ 
patiently, for the postillions to proceed, forgetting 
her usual gratuity to the expecting multitude* 
Her perturbation continued long after we arrived 
Sit the villa; I could not leave her for a moment^ 
she elmi^ t^ my arm with the helplessness of 
childhood, and I more than once surmised that the 
prolific braiii of Camilla had engendered some new 
monstev to appal. Messenger after messenger waa 
despatched to the city, \mi none seemed ta bring 
desirable intelligence. In the afternoon, as we 
sauntered through the sabi and conservatory,^ 
while Eva and Lord Blessiogham strolled up and 
down the terrace^ in earnest conyersation, the 
former joyously exclaimed, ^^ Hen comes my 
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father, to welcome bis subarban neighbours." I 
felt my arm encircled by icy fingers ; Lady Bles- 
singham had grasped me firmly, her features were 
distorted, her countenance wearing that terrific 
expression which had been the forerunner of her 
former attack. I hastily flung into her face some 
drops of rose water from a vase which stood be- 
side me. Eva was now conversing with her 
fiither; Lord Blessingham was gone. I would 
have led the Countess to her apartment, but she 
resisted, and with an eflbrt of self-command I 
should have thought impossible, she passed through 
the verandah and saluted Mr. Vanesk with that 
easy grace, at once courteous and dignified, which 
distinguishes this extraordinary woman. If such 
preternatural self-controul be elicited by appre- 
hension for her son, whose conduct to Vanesk is 
marked by disdain, what sympathy does she not 
claim ! Gratitude may prevent her dissolving a 
connexion so manifestly abhorrent, and, combined 
with maternal anxiety, may induce those efforts to 
prevent the wrathful overflowings of a galled, im- 
perious despot. Still I cannot penetrate the mo- 
tives of her nervous anxiety to reach a place so 
open to the visits of her persecutor. Why protect 
his child and associate her with every plan of ex- 
cursion or removal ? Surely the father will follow 
to where the daughter is I Ah Beatrice ! with 
what bliended yet opposite feelings do I view tbiot 
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daughter ! aversion and affection are inseparately 
connected with the idea that brings her to my 
mind. How often am I attracted and repelled by 
this versatile creature ! 

Eva inteiTupted me, to arrange, as she calls it, 
our explorement of the subterrane. *^ We are so 
dull Katheren," she observed, '^ in the absence of 
Momington," — the Earl has been some days at 
Pisa — '^ that really a little excitement, something 
of the marvellous, is necessary to prove I am not, 
as Judith says ' stiffenin' into a statue P The 
Countess, of late, retires to her oratory at nine ; 
this is the hour for enterprise and romance ; I 
have bespoken a bright moon and cloudless fir- 
mament, Sinda shall attend in Asiatic costume, / 
will thread the tortuous maze, a merry Titania, 
and you-— oh ! you want not the glitter of em- 
bellishment ! My Amazonian foster-mother shall 
be armed to protect her peerless charge ; but Ka- 
theren, we must avoid the prying eyes of poor 
Peas-blossom, for should our path be crossed by 
* jetty toad or adder blue,' we may have to bear 
her ponderous weight upon our queenly shoulders.'' 

To-night, then, Beatrice, we attempt this mighty 
venture ! 
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LETTER XXII. 



The same to the same. 
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PaM* '» 
Events extraordiiiaiy and alarmiiii^ haV6' dri* 
Ten us from Florence; Sinda aod Judith banrv 
both disappeared ; their flight, or perhaps esiipikkte, 
{or I would still cling to the conviction of Jnfith^s 
fidelitjr, is mysterious and unaccountable. Tcm* 
fying incidents and hurried changes^ anxious en- 
quiries concerning my poor deluded servant) and < 
disinclination to communicate the painfial cireiiii»*' 
stance of her suspicious evasion, without soine^- 
mitigating intelligence, have all concurred to pre* 
vent my usual despatches. Alas ! Beatrice, tUs - 
strange event is still enveloped in mystery.*-**My 
poor lost Judith 1-^But I will minutely narrate • 
each marvel of the tale; your judgment, unclouded 
by regret, may assist me. I copy from my 
journal. 

Yoii remember our intention of exploring the 
cavern — At nine o'clock the Countess withdrew, 
and Eva flew to the verandah. The night was 
c|ear and calm ; our aiTangements were speedily 



completed; Smda had preceded us to the grotto. 
Arm within arm we tlireaded the Bhrubhy iar 
hyrinth, until we reached the caverned cliff; I then 
pursued at leisure the wioged step of my com- 
panion, who, quitting my side, lightly mounted 
the 8t£cp and briery assent. I paused in amaze- 
ment on the summit of the rock; a stream of ra- 
diance proceeding from the grotto's vaulted en- 
trance fell on the placid Arno, — the liquid sheet 
seemed but the crystal threshold to the court of 
some fire-born salamander. Eva had vanished, 
and I hastily descended through the gloomy ca- 
nity, but stopped on the utmost step, overpowered 
by dazzling effulgence; the combined splendour 
of a thousand tapers flashed brightness almost 
painful to one just emerged from shade, the grot's 
metallic mirrors gave back the flickering flame, 
while the pointed stalactites refracting the thread- 
like rays, and beaming with rainbow hues, glit- 
tered, radiant as diamonds. The Hindu, standing 
in the centre of the cave, waving a blazing pine 
torch, looked like the genius of the place; her tall, 
athletic, upright figure, clad in her country's 
costume, ivas fearfully singular; the close- 
fitting boddicD of rich brocade, the ample shalie 
of embroidered silk, fantastically draped in Eastern 
feshion, the arms naked from the elbows, and 
adorned with bracelets, the dark hur, dr<iwn from 
the high forehead, coiled round the head, and 
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'fastened with golden bodldng, the swart and seri^ 
oos countenance, made still more striking bj'the 
artificial bat characteristic elongation of the large 
black ejes. I gazed at her with something of dis- 
-may, and smiled at the weakness that made my 
heart flatter on observing that she wore in her 
girdle, a poniard, whose gemmed haft sparkled wHh 
vi^d lustre. Eva, in her starry robe, horering 
round her foster-mother, wanted not wings to look 
ah Ariel ; her fl3ring feet scarce toiidied the earth 
when she perceived me — *^ Come Miranda, come,*' 
she said, compelling me to spring from the shelv- 
ing step, ** all is prepared — are we not perfect ?" 
— ^pointing to her nurse — " See, I have stolen for 
this melo-drama my father's Jemdar, the poniard 
which he always wears ; thus sweet, Miranda, fear 
not a swinish Caliban — ^Miranda !; no," she added, 
uncovering a basket containing refreshment, and 
playfully directing her nurse to serve us, ^ fimcy 
us rather some TuUia and Terentia, some rival 
fair ones of Aurelian's court, attended at our patri- 
cian repast by a captive Zenobia/' 

Eva's mirthful mood was gravely censured by 
her nurse. — ^^ Such wild untoward pranks so often 
tend to wo. Miss Eva !" — butEva was untameable; 
she swung round and round the cave in gay la- 
volta, then trilled the merry virelay, and told love 
tales of ancient Troubadours, related, as she said, 
by a Franguy at Benares. Sinda shook her head. 
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and called her ^ dark,' a mystic epithet for one so 
bright and buoyant ! — ^^ Sorrow is at hand," said 
the Hindu, with portentous and impressive move- 
ment. — Eva laughed. — " Sinda/' she cried, "like 
an Eastern Seer, performs the prescient sahet ; we 
will seize the propitious moment for our enter- 
prize; behold ! she o£Pers us the sacred cusa grass, 
now — big with the afflatus she labours —speak 
thou second Berosus !" 

" To-morrow," said the pertinacious Sinda, 
" you will mark — " 

Eva hastily interrupted her — " Momington 
returns to-morrow," she exclaimed, ^^ no portents 
for tormorrow, if you love me good nurse !" 

In proportion as her spirits rose, mine became 
depressed ; a sad aching fulness of the heart, an 
ftidescribably bitter sensation oppressed me; I 
tried to smile, but the e£Port was painful. Sinda 
observed me — "Your wild flights frighten the 
Countess, Miss Eva." — In a moment the strange 
creature was pensive as myself, her arm encircling 
my waist; her looks expressing the deepest solici- 
tude. Sinda gazed at us earnestly — "Doomed, 
doomed !" she muttered, ^' doomed for the crime 
of another ! — No — the curse causeless shall not 
come — such is the warranty of holy writ !" Her 
ail*, countenance and attitude seemed prophetic, 
and although her words fell on my ear, unmeaning, 
as the wild ravings of a sybil, still they inspired 
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feelings of awe and soleodiiity : - bfae^bidgaii hftstiljr 
to extingaidi the tapera^ ' < ^ r . /-> • 

** Sinda fears this radianoe migbt attmet' ' nmne 
river god," said ETB^^softlf ;: ^to^iiglit 'l^»6vil 
geDios has predomiiHiiioe; the ooMnS that .be 
wkisp^vareobiicare ; we will iadu^eibis fimtasy/' 

I sauntered to the arckwayv and kK^dM, acMBS 
die lieauteoos vaie of Arao^ to theiMutitfliiis of 
Pistcga, whose craggy outlines I €0tfld eleai^<mMie 
upon the stany sky, one pointed 'j^eakeontvasdi^ 
darkly with the spangled firmamenti I thoogbt of 
Switzerland, of Ireland; through the gloomy per- 
spective of disappointment, I looked back tm^bm 
glitter of childhood, the brilliancy of- Opetii^gr 
youth, its sweetest visions changed so soon' tx> 
sharp realities ! I wept; Eva's magic voice agaib 
soothed me, we fell into quiet converse, time glided 
imperceptibly — ^^ 'Tis almost midnight," said 
the Hindu; ^^ you have given up searching the 
vault to-night. Miss Eva ? the family will wonder 
at your fibsence/' 

" No, no," cried Eva, " I have an*anged all that 
with Bonja and Katheren's page." 

^< 'Tis a dreary and might be a perplexing road,'' 
said the Hindu, trimming the torch, and looking 
down the dismal passage; ^^ what if we lose oar 
way ?" 

• 

" Raven !" cried Eva, " would you by bodinf^ 
croak prevent our noble daring? what ill can cbanoe 
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US ont our queenly territories ? Besides the corol- 
lary is, that as that crannied passacfe trends to my 

are oUt of season nurs^ I prediot \m shall emerge 
by some mysterious and oUiging trap door, even 
ioto^Katheren's chambet/' 

'^Just like, your lather — wilful!" said the 
Hindui^ slowly nilardiallifig the way along the 
gloomy vault. How strange! to me tiiis fiither and 
daughter seem direct antithesis to each other ! . 

We followed the windings of the cavern, cauti- 
ously treading <m the steps of Sinda, whose blazing 
torch threw out a broad, bright flame across our 
ru^ed pathway. The sides of the vault Were 
broken into monstrous cliasms, which seemed like 
the chambers of some spacious charnel house: 
dread stillness, and chilling damp appalled me; the 
grot lay far behind, yet still the torch gave only to 
our eager view the same disheartening repetition 
of broken pathway and of riven rock; even Eva's 
carol now sank into a whisper. Suddenly the 
Hindu halted, held the torch sideways behind a 
jutting crag, and peered into the distant gloom ; 
the frightened Eva too bent forward — ** Some 
ignisfatuus dances yonder in the darkness, Kathe- 
ren, behold — ^it approaches rapidly !" The Hindii, 
with prompt and powerful action, drew us within 
an apertui*e of the rock, and shaded the torch with 
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feelings of dwe and soleadnityrbhe began hastily 
to extingaidi :tbe tapera* : , - 

** Sinda fears this radianoe might attraet' ' ^seme 
river god," said ETB)iSoftl]r;r^to<«ight fa^'evil 
geDios has predominance; the omens thet .be 
wkisp^^areobscore ; we will mda%e this fantasy/' 

I sauntered to the archwayv ^nd loolded, aeross 
ihe heauteoiis vaie of Amo^ to the-mouittasnd of 
Pistoja, whose ci'aggy outlines I could clearly itace 
upon the starry sky, one pointed peak contrasting 
darkly with the spangled firmaments I tfaoogfat of 
SwitEorland, of Ireland; through the gloomy per- 
spective of disappointment, I looked back to the 
glitter of childhood, the brilliancy of opening 
youth, its sweetest visions changed so soon to 
sharp realities ! I wept; Eva's magic voice again 
soothed me, we fell into quiet converse, time glided 
imperceptibly— « 'Tia almost midnight," said 
the Hindu; ** you have given up searching the 
vault to-night. Miss Eva ? the family will wonder 
at your absence." 

" No, no," cried Eva, " I have aiTanged all that 
with Bonja and Katheren's page." 

" 'Tis a dreary and might be a perplexing road," 
said the Hindu, trimming the torch, and looking 
down the dismal passage; " what if we lose oar 
way ?" 

4 

" Raven !" cried Eva, " would you by boding 
croak prevent ournoble daring? what ill can chance 
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Uft on; our queenly territories ? Besides the corol- 
lary is, that as that crannied passage trends to my 
£ur domicile, so this, by its i^ontrary direction, 
leads to Blessingham's;' Your* quirks and quipB 
are out of season nnrs^ I prediot \m shall emerge 
by some mysterious and obliging trap door,, even 
ioto^Katheren's chantbet.'' 

^Vjust like your lather*— wilful!" said the 
Hindu^ slowly uiiarshalliag the way along the 
gloomy vault. How strange ! to me tbis father and 
daughter seem direct antithesis to each other ! 

We followed the windings of the cavern, cauti- 
ously treading on the steps of Sinda, whose blazing 
torch threw out a broad, bright flame across our 
ru^ed pathway. The sides of the vault were 
broken into monstrous chasms, which seemed like 
the chambers of some spacious charnel house: 
dread stillness, and chilling damp appalled me; the 
grot lay far behind, yet still the torch gave only to 
our eager view the same disheartening repetition 
of broken pathway and of riven rock; even Eva's 
carol now sank into a whisper. Suddenly the 
Hindu halted, held the torch sideways behind a 
jutting crag, and peered into the distant gloom ; 
the frightened Eva too bent forward — " Some 
ignisfatuus dances yonder in the darkness, Kathe- 
ren, behold — ^it approaches rapidly !" The Hindu, 
with prompt and powerful action, drew us within 
an aperture of the rock, and shaded the torch with 
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her scarf; we dared not extinguish it, even at the 
risk of disoovery; slow creeping footsteps ap- 
piwiched—«topped— advanced— stoppedagainjust 
without our hiding-place — ^^The light betrays us,'' 
whispered Eva. Sinda pkced her finger on her 
lip; my respiration was suspended — '^ Murder !" 
exclaimed a hoarse, hollow voice, ^^b^one !''— ^The 
scarf dropped from the hand of Sinda, and the full 
glare of the torch fell on the ghastly features of a 
skeleton ! Eva breathed a deep sigh, and fainted ; 
terror for her recalled my fluting senses; gasping 
for breath, I supported her, while Sinda, dropping 
the torch, threw her arms around us. In the same 
moment the brand was caught from the earth, and 
a voice exclaimed — " For the love of the almighty 
saints what brought ye hither !" I looked up; 
Judith, a frightful mask slung round her neck, 
holding in one hand the torch, in the other a 
lantern, stood before us. 

** What mummery is this," cried the Hindii, 
angrily; *'your juggling tricks have frightened 
Miss Eva to death." 

" Dead !" vociferated Judith. 

" Water ! water !" I cried, « she has fainted !" 

" Fainted !" repeated Judith, " what harm's a 
faint? — Fly for your lives my lady; Sinda, for the 
love of sweet Heaven take Miss Eva up and fol- 
low me ; don't stop a moment or you are lost !" 
- I thought we were mocked by the ravings of a 
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;, and continued to chafe the cold bands of 
poor Eva, Sinda londly reprimanded the girl. 
Judith knelt — "My lady, my dear lady," she 
cried, "as I hope to win Bulvation of my own 
aoul and keep two more from purgatory, by riskin' 
my life this avrsome night, Pm speaking the truth! 
there's cut-throats coming this very hour, I over- 
heard it all in the bole at the other side the cliff. 
Blessed saints ! they may be here this moment !" 
' Something terrible is at hand," said Sinda, 
" or else the girl is stark mad. — And why conceal 
tbe matter young woman ?" 

" You'll make me mad in earnest," cried Judith, 
[ wildly ; " is this a lime for questions ? — Roll up 
Mias Eva, in that fine pall of yours; we'll carry 
t her off between us- — but stop a bit." She placed 
[ the lantern on the ground, and disappeared with 
the torch ; Sinda looked after her in alarm, ex- 
claiming — " She does not take the way to the 
I i^rotlo, the girl is certainly distracted." 

" By apprehension of something dreadful," said 
\ I, — " quick l^your scjirf." Wc hastily enveloped 
[ the form of Eva. 

Judith returned. — " There's no 'scapin' that 
[ iray," said she, " the gratin' I came through is 
' locked. ^Oh ! they'll make sure enough of the 
[ poor victim, and I not at band to save Iiim ! Come 
F -OD, come on," she cried, with wild gestures, 
I leaving tlie torch, and hurrying forward, " you 
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ifiay yet be in time to 'scape through that hole in 
the roof of the grotto." 

More alarmed for Eva, wh<Hii the Hindu firmly 
dasped, than for ourselyes, we obeyed, silently 
pursuing the swift footed Judith, who seemed per-^ 
fectly acquainted with every sinuosity of the 
cavern ; we had reached its termination, and 
through the grotto's mouth joyfully descried the 
crystal Amo, gemmed by the starry reflex ; Judith 
had sprung on the shelving step which leads 
to the aperture in the roof, and beckoned m 
forward, franticly waving the expiring torch ; we 
were already in the grotto, and hastening towards 
her, wh^Q. the plasli of waters, and the quick 
Strokes of oars smote our ears. ^^ Back ! back ? 
cried the girl, wildly, — " too late by a minute ! 
We paused in terror and astonishment; she flung 
the torch fiir into the vaulted passage, and with 
(desperate energy thrust us again within its gloomy 
precincts. " Don't stir, don't speak, don't 
screech," she whispered, ** I'll save you yet!" 
We cowered within a chasm ; Sinda laid the still 
senseless form of Eva on the earth, and threw 
heinself beside it. I looked through a fissure of 
the rock, and beheld two men in masks standing 
beneath the archway. One of them held a lan- 
tern, and appeared to examine the interior of the 
grot; the distance between us was considerable ; 
I applied my ear to the crevice ; they conversed 
in English. 
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" What's all tfacm bits of candle stuck tliere for 
I wonder?" said one. 

" To wake tlie corpse before we fling it to tbe 
fishes," said tlie otherj " but this will find its way 
without a luminatjon." — He drew forth a stiletto — 
" We'll dance our boree round a blazin' bonfire 
when wc iiab the nabob's shiners; even in ray 
dreams I clutch the sparklers Corney — Oh son! 
the thoughts of gold makes my old heart young 
again — Kill! with such temptation 1 could kill my 
mother !" 

Judith, who had bent forward to listen, groaned 
— " Hush !" cried the other, " what's that !" 

*' The blast of a bat's wing to frighten a tool !" 
said tlie fii-st ruffian, angrily, " Is the boat fast? — 
Here's physic to strengthen you; swill it all, I've 
had my stifTuer; 'tis a proper fence against the 
fairies,hrandy versus blue devils — There — fling the 
empty flask down that dark nook; 'twill scare the 
bate — Hark! a step!" — They slunk behind a crag 
v/hichjuttedfrom the arch, and turned the lantern. 

For a moment all was dark; a heavy tread was 
heard in the adjoining passage; some one entered 
the grotto, and seemed to pause ; a pale light 
threw a slanting illumination on the opposite side 
of the cave — the shadow of a iiumaii figiu-e was 
projected — the light flickered — the shadow disap- 
peared — footsteps approached, a person dressed in. 
a long loose wrapping gown of Indian cotton, 
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bearing a lamp, which was held on high, as if for 
the purpose of survey, slowly advanced toward? 
the passage within which we stood. He seeoied 
like some grim necromancer threading his mid-* 
night haunts, to celebrate nocturnal orgies, to form 
unlawful spell, or offer up impious incantation. 
'* Strange !" he muttered, ** extinguished tapers — 
a basket — a flask !'' He waved the lamp around, 
scrutinizing each transiently illumined object, 
then stood, in apparent indecision, fronting our 
vaulted pathway. Suddenly he stooped forward, 
as if to scan it more intently, and the lamp's blue 
flickering light fell on the hideous features of 
Vanesk. Judith felt me tremble, and grasped my 
hand ; Vanesk drew back, placed the lamp on the 
step of our rugged staircase and felt within his 
vest. He started. ^^ My poniard gone ! — ^ha ! a 
light — robbers ! miscreants P' The next moment 
he was struggling with the rufiians. 

Horror prevejitcd the shriek that rose to my 
lips; Vanesk was overpowered and prostrate; 
Juditli rushed forward, muttering a solemn ad- 
juration ; the men glared at the death's head, and 
loosed their grasp — Vanesk sprang to his feet. 
^^ The dead can't kill," cried one of the assassins^ 
again pouncing on his prey ; " help son, help !" — 
Once more was their victim extended. 

" Spare him and you shall meet with mercy !'^ 
shrieked Judith. 
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" Stvike dastard, strike \" crictl tlic niffian who | 
lield down tlie struggling Vanesk, " or seo yoiir 
father lianged !" 

The dagger glittered in the liaiid of the inm>, 
derer, I bounded forward and wildly shrieked for 
help; Bonic one glided swiftly past me, and the ■ 
next moment the poniard of the Hindu was bu- 
ried deep beneath the uplifted arm of the aeaassin. 
He fell, Vanesk shook off the grasp of the re- 
maining ruffian, and snatching the stiletto of his . 
dead accomplice, darted after the wretch, who fled 
to the cavern's mouth, and jumped into the boat. | 
Vanesk followed, we heard a fearful struggle, a 1 
smothered imprecation, a despairing cry; then ' 
came a plaeliing plunge, and then — a frightful 
pause. Some one sprang into the grotto; it waa 
Vanesk ; we breathed. " I would have spared I 
the miscreant," he said, casting the blood-staiued | 
dagger from him, " and forced him to confession, 
but even in the throes of death he struck at me." 

" Your daughter," I cried, " Eva is here ; she 

has fainted from terror." I pointed to the steps. 

" Look from the summit of the cliiF that no other \ 

ruflian lurk, ere we bear her to the open air," 

Vaneuk darted through the aperture. • 

" Never a one more is left of um," said Judith^ J 
"you have kilt um all downright, poor divils;' 
may the pitiful saints smuggle um into heaven ] 
somehow or another !" 
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During this extraordinary apostrophe, Sinda^ 
with my assistance, had brought Eva into the 
grotto, and laid her near the opening ; her cheeks 
were again tinged with a faint red; we hung over 
her anxiously, Judith was entirely r^;ardle8s. 
•* Oh Comey Sweeney, Comey Sweeney," she 
-exclaimed, wringing her hands, ^ why wouldnH 
ye take my warning?' 

The Hindii sprang from the earth. '* Girl,** 
she cried, gasping for breath, ^^ whose name is 
that? speak!" 

Judith was dumb; Sinda's lips moved con- 
Yulsively, but her voice died in a hoarse gurgling 
rattle; she grasped the arm of Judith, and pointed 
to the bleeding ruffian. The girl shrank back 
affiigfated; with one wild bound Sinda was beside 
the body; in a moment the mask was torn from 
the face, and a shriek or rather yell of despair 
followed. 

Eva opened her eyes, half raised herself, glanced 
ground, and again fainted. Vanesk rushed into 
the cave, saw his child, and franticly caught her 
in his arms. 

^ If she again open her eyes on this horrid 
scene, it will destroy her," I cried. 

^< Come then. Lady Blessingham," said Vanesk; 
^^ all is apparently safe ; I will however guard 
against a second attack." He stooped, and would 
laiave drawn the poniard from the body. ^^ Off! 
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ofF !" cried the Hiiidfi, mRdly. " Lot us quit ihig 
hellisli den, good Siuda," said Vanesk ; " tte 
villaio's fate was merited." 

"OfF man!" she ehrieked; "have you 
made me a murderess? — Murderess!" she 
peated, in a low" voice, " murderer ! — oh ] we am 
fit for one another." She hurst into horrul 
laughter. ■ 

" Sinda," I cried, earnestly ; " you will com* 
■with your child, your Eva !" But Siuda seemel 
now totally unconscious; she knelt beside the 
body, her teeth set, her hands clenched, the wbitM 
of her eyes alone visible. 

" Don't' be provokin the poor thing," said 
Judith, " don't you see she's mad with herself (at 
murderin' the man — go — go with Miss Eva; I'll 
watch her." 

The state of Eva was indeed sufficiently alaritf- 
ing to warrant our abandonment of her fosters- 
mother ; recommending the Hindil to the care of 
Judith, wc hastily quitted the cavern, and no^ 
tvithstanding my horror at the recent events, ag I 
clasped the arm of Vanesk, I could not help ad* 
miring the necessity which thus associated me in 
danger with the object of my dislike. We were 
hurrying forward. " The Countess," I exclaimed, 
" knows nothing of our indiscreet wandering, she 
will be terrified !" 
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/* To my villa then," said Vanesk ; ** the 
•lightest casualty may kill my child/' 

Too much perplexed to cavil or object, I pas- 
sively complied ; outward objects were unheeded ; 
we pursued our way rapidly. The chaos of my 
mind had scarcely subsided into distinct con- 
sciousness, when the hollow sound of a brazen 
instrument struck by Vanesk, awakened me to 
observation. I was in a spacious vestibule, lighted 
by candelabra of massive silver ; numerous ser- 
Tante, or rather slaves-^t a signal from their 
master, silent and stealthy — ^led the way to Eva's 
apartments; restoratives were applied with the 
celerity of thought ; every look of the Nabob was 
H command, instantly understood, and as promptly 
executed. ' Eva slowly revived, clasped my neck, 
and burst into a passion of tears. I motioned 
Vanesk from the room ; he pointed to the door of 
an inner apartment, and left us. Assisted by two 
f^egro girls, I laid her on a couch, and then dis- 
missed the slaves. Eva murmured the name of 
Sinda ; soothed by assurances that all were safe^ 
she sank into slumber. 

By the silvery light of the star-like lamps, I 
gazed in astonishment ^t the gorgeous splendour 
of the apartment, which realized the dazzling fic- 
tions of Arabian romance. Couches covered with 
rich brocade, and canopied with golden network^ 



whose light festoons displayed the costly fringe 
and glittering tassel ; caskets of crystal, through 
whose transparent sides were seen the lustrous 
diamotid, the yellow topaz, and purple amethyst, 
sparkling in radiant coronet or armlet ; the beryl 
cut in fantastic imitation of mosques with their 
slender minarets, or pagod temple with its hideous 
idol ; doors and floors of variegated wood, tlieir 
polished surfaces curiously inlmd with crystal, 
pebble; hangings of Indian silk, whose "rising 
flowers were stiff with frosted gold;" pillars of 
oriental jasper ; cups and vases of Jade-stone, en- 
riclied with rubies, emeralds, and sapphires. The 

1 grandeur was oppressive ; it needed the hand of 
genius to soften and relieve its ostentatious pa- 
geantry ; the hand that liad directed the decora- 
tions of our Palazzo, and the still more luxurious 
refinement of Blessingham Villa. A cabinet of 
ivory, whose golden padlock lay upon the floor, 
presented materials for writing ; I .briefly sketched 
the history of the night's fearful and mysterious 
incidents, for the Countess Dowager. The slaves 
were still in mute attendance in the ante-room; 
their profound salaams at my approach and 
crouching heedfnlness to my commands, betokened 
the despotism of their imperious master. A negro 
vanished witli my letter. 
Meditation yielded to weariness; I threw 
myself beside Eva, and slept. 
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[iK COVTIITTTATIOV.] 

The voice of -yanesk in the outer apartmeiil 
awoke me. It was morning ; Eva still slombered* 
Surprised at the non->appearanoe of Sinda and 
Jndithy I arose and joined him. Judge of my 
consternation on hearing the foUowing detail.— <*- 
In the confusion and apprehension excited by 
Eva's indisposition they had been for sometime 
nnthought of; servants were at length despatched 
to omduct them to the Nabob's Villa — ^but they 
were gone ; every cranny of the vault was ex-^ 
]^ored unsuccessfully ; the body of the assassin,, 
which lay in the grotto, had also disappearedc 
the banks of the river were next examined ; no 
boat could be found ; the mangled corpse of a mi- 
serable old man, torn and mutilated by the jagged 
rocks, was discovered lodged in a fissure, and re- 
cognized by Vanesk as his obstinate opponent, but 
not a trace of Sinda or of my poor Judith was. 
observable, and to this moment I am undecided 
whether they are captives or fugitives^^ 

Vanesk indignantly repels all doubts of Sinda's 
fidelity; I, as tenaciously, insist upon Judith's 
faith ; my heart and tongue plead for her, but re- 
flection suggests many causes of distrust — ^her ex- 
traordinary aberration, her acquaintance with the 
men,, her delirious exclamation respecting the 
jewels, her knowledge of the meditated murder,, 
her despair at the catastrophe I The horror of 
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Sin<Ia indeed seemed excited by some subsequent 
discovery. How should such bitter remorse have 
followed an act of heroic resolution, performed in 
defence of a fellow-creature, of the father of her 
child ! — for I have long suspected that this singular 
person is the mother of Eva, and the Countess has 
conRrmed my surmise by many pertinent obser- 
vations on the strange power this woman po»- 
s^sed of ruling her despotic master, whose un- 
ceasing anxiety concemiDg her fate is only sur- 
passed by his daughter's despair. Eva is incon- 
solable ; her constitution seems unequal to thitf ' 
trial of terror and regret ; solicitude for her had 
prevented my dwelling on ray own affiiction, bat 
my sympathy was diverted by the alarming con- 
dition of my aunt. She came to the Nabob's 
Villa in a 8ta.te of distraction ; her conntenanoe 
ivas flushed, her eyes sunk and bloodshot, her 
skin parched and burning. While Vanesk re- 
mained with us, she forced herself to converse 
with composure, enquired into the particulars of 
this mysterious affair, then slightly hinted that 
the immense value of the jewelled Jemdar might 
have conquered Sinda's integrity. Vanesk warmly 
refuted this insinuation, and departed to resume' 
his researches. The moment he was gone the* 
Countess burst into passionate lamentation ; therer 
was, she said, a conspiracy formed against hep 
life ; it was that, the aesassinb' aimed at ; Sinda 
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and Judith were certainly leagued with murderers; 
every feature of the tale corroborated this con-, 
elusion ; her Palazzo bad been haunted by som^ 
malignant demon ever since they had become it& 
inmates; she had herself seen the monster whom 
Camilla had described— death or madness must 
be the consequence of such complicated horrors; 
these women had concealed themselves but to 
compass her destruction more securely ; the motive 
of Sinda's enmity was obvious ; she feared a coun- 
terpoise to her power with the Nabob, and had 
seduced Judith to become a confederate in her 
nefarious design. 

Thunderstruck, I listened to this incoherent ac- 
cusation. Her intellects were evidently unsettled 
by terror ; argument was unavailing, reason un- 
heard; she flung herself at my feet, and conjured 
me to fly with her from Florence^ to Switzerland, 
to Paris, any where ! She could not encounter the 
horrors of another night in that fated place; her 
brain Would burst. I represented the situation of 
poor Eva, harassed by grief and anxiety — ^^ Eva 
was so volatile,, her spirits so elastic, she was the 
care of a doting parent, she would soon recover 
and follow." I tremulously spoke of Lord Bless- 
ingham, who was still absent; she hastily presented 
me with a letter, which had arrived, she said, that 
morning. It was addressed to me, and contained 
a concisci formal^ polite notice of bis wishes and 
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intentions. An accidental rencontre with his 
friend Sir William Momington, had detained him 
at Pisa, Inhere he purposed to remain a few days 
longer, and as he hoped to be accompanied by this 
dear friend on bis return to Florence, he requested 
I would receive them at the palace. A chilling 
enquiry after my ladyship's health concluded this 
cutting epistle. 

The bitter sigh of disappointed hope, of wounded 
affection, was all I breathed — pride prevented com- 
plaint. I felt an indignant satisfaction in opposing 
his haughty decree — what punishment could equal 
the loss of his love ? What pang could he inflict 
that I had not already suffered? — One kind look, 
one tender word, would have drawn forth the secret 
of my penitence, my unchangeable attachment. 
Oh Beatrice ! may your affection never meet the 
stinging return of frigid politeness! Anger, re- 
proach, accusation, all, all wore sweet to this ! It 
fell upon my heart with leaden pressure; I stood 
looking at the paper in the torpor of hopelessness. 

^^ There is a letter for Eva," ssud the Countess, 
<^ but in my anxiety for you, my child, it was 
forgotten." 

I crushed the paper, and faltered — <^ Lord Bless- 
ingham can follow with Eva." Indifferent, insen- 
sible, I passively submitted to my aunt's arrange- 
ments, and, without enquiry, found myself pro- 
ceeding hither. The poor page, who wept for 
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Jadith) I requested might attend me; Lady Bless- 
ingham, after slight hesitation, consented, entreat- 
ing I would accept the services of Pauline, who 
was earnest in preferring her supplication for this 
indulgence. A few studied lines were written to 
Lord Blessingham, whom I referred to Eva and 
to his mother's letter, for explanation. 

My researches for Judith were unavailing, hut 
I have left a faithful executor of my wishes re- 
specting her in the nabob, who, for Sinda's sake, 
will be zealous in this matter. 

And now, dear Beatrice, I beseech you to make 
no remonstrance on a subject to which allusion 
will only agonize — My sister, my dear sister, yoa 
will not torture your Katheren ! 



LETTER XXIII; 



[Katheren, Countess of Blessingham, to Beatrice 

Moriiington.] 

Paris. 

This metropolis appears on the eve of some 

awful crisis; the minds of the multitude seen^ 

torn by passions turbulent and contending; every 

countenance w^ars portentous expression^ every 
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eye flashes resentful purpose. The frivokHis 
Frenchman, his lips compressed by hanghty deci« 
sion, seems transformed into a pirofomid conspi- 
rator, a daring Catiline. Bat the distractions of 
party spirit, the distnrbance or even dismember- 
ment of empires, are little heeded by those whose 
minds are soured by private dinppoiiitment, and 
whose dioughts are contracted within the narrow 
sphere of their individual grievances. Selfishly 
absorbed by my own sorrows, I am regardless ci 
those presages which even the eye of pure phi- 
losophy now condescends to sciui, and equally 
indiffisrent to the distant booming whose Ih^ow 
murmurs foretel some terrible convulsion. 

Camilla, whom my aunt left at the vill% to in-^ 
vestigate the mystery of what she terms Judith's 
elopement, has rejoined us. No ray of light re-^ 
Ueves suspense^^no intelligence firom Lord Bless-^ 
ingham, — ^'he must surely have received his 
mother's explanatory letter, in which she signified 
her intention of awaiting him at Paris, and thence 
proceeding to England* 

The Countess confidently speaks of his i^proach; 
the disturbed state of the country, she says, inters 
rupts the usual communications ;- his letters have 
miscarried. 

I listen in sullen silence; even separation is 
preferable to the misery of apathetic union; distrust 
had long displaced the fond ezpanaon of c<mnu-^ 
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bial confideDce, yet were distrust, asperity, more 
endarable than the icy, irritating deference, which 
has lately marked the manner of Lord Blessing- 
ham* — ^Alas ! Beatrice, how my galled mind turns 
to its own distresses, dwelling unwisely on that, 
which meditation cannot cure, while torturing 
fancy portrays images that exasperate. 

Eva is dangerously ill, — ^has my nature chang- 
ed? — Camilla's description of her malady drew 
not a single tear! — I pictured her flushed with 
fever — delirious— dying — every dread concomitant 
of disease was imaged to force my mind from self, 
to melt me into pity — still not a sigh ! — Is my 
heart callous ? — Yes ! for the power which pictures 
her suffering, represents also my husband hover- 
ing near her couch, assiduous, devoted; reason 
viunly opposes this wilful and fantastic self-inflic- 
tion; suspicion has been fostered until it has 
choked up every avenue to sympathy. 

Blessingham Castle is our final destination, — 
to me, place and circumstance are unimportant, — 
can a Paradise deliglit when the soul is desolate ? — 
can a desert appal the torpid spirit ? — oh ! when 
will this njght of insensibility terminate ! — ^Bea- 
trice, my heart must be warmed into reexistence 
by some counteracting influence ; I will not tamely 
Bufler the blight of my youth's gay hopes, hopes 
too, so Intimate, so rational ! To retaliate in- 
justice will give a spring to energy — ^injustice !—-^ 
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18 my punishment unmerited? — ^have I not erred? 
— ^yes, wilfully, wantonly, not to gratify myself, 
but to afflict another, associated with those whose 
unbridled impulses my reason, feeling, principle^ 
alike condemned and loathed ; goaded by resent- 
ment, I followed in their giddy track, nor ceased 
my headstrong course, till, foremost in the race 
of levity, I stopped, affrighted at my conspicuous 
loneliness. But with what awful retribution was 
my error visited ! the blight of my secret and 
cherished hppe, by which I thought to win my 
pardon; the agonizing throes of nature wer^ 
unfelt in the disappointment, the bitter heart- 
rending disappointment. I was so young sister ! 
so inexperienced ! so childishly unapprehensive of 
the event ! forgiveness would have found me so 
penitent so exemplary ! — I should have wor* 
shipped the generous spirit which, suppressing its 
own mortification, would have soothed the pangs 
of acute remorse. 

Even you Beatrice, from the height of your 
rectitude, would have stooped to raise the poor 
prodigal. Alas ! I had lavished more than worldly 
wealth ! my proud soul was completely bowed ! I 
would have crouched at his feet, borne silently 
unkind reproof or passionate invective; my looks 
should have expressed penitence alone, could I 
have detected the slightest softening in that xm^ 
cban^ng countenance^ 
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The Countess was witness to my deep contrition, 
and bearer of my meek remonstrance. She re- 
tamed in tears; I could not question her; in 
terrible uncertainty I met my husband; his stern 
demeanour scarce promised the cold salute which 
froze upon my marble lip. 

From that hour, Beatrice, our mental tie was 
broken ! and what remains ? Shackles which 
constrain a heartless union ! — disdain I could re- 
sent — I would — ^but this palsying politeness, this 
ceremonious acquiescence in all my wishes, did 
they even go to thwart his fastidious sentiments, 
leaves no apparent reason for complaint. In Mor- 
nington such facility must be the result of indiffe- 
rence — Complaisance! compliance! ray swelling 
heart rejects these gauds, bestowed in lieu of 
tenderness. 

It was my aunt who saved me from despair; 
how the remorseful crave for consolation! The 
Countess now became the ruler of my will, the 
loadstar of my destiny. In Eva I could not con- 
fide; she knew but half my turpitude, and none 
of my repentance ; this was concealed with the 
watchful care of a stubborn, haughty spirit — make 
her I envied the depository of my ureakness — never ! 
of such humility I am * still incapable. — Merciful 
Heaven, how my heart is changed ! poor Eva, so 
gientle, yet so mirthfiil, so sympathizing, yet so in- 
nocently gay! — Oh! I am apostate alike from 
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faith and feeling ! Beatrice^ since my fall I iiai^e 
not dared to utter the name of Miriam ; she that I 
once looked to as my palladium of security, now 
takes the form of an accusing spirit, points to the 
page which registers her watchful guardianship, 
'and asks, ^^ Where is your excuse for error, Ka- 
theren ? what caution have I omitted, what duty 
selected ? Heedless of my prayer you wedded — 
heedless of my supplication you left me" 

Well sister, I can write all this with steady 
nerve and tearless eye; I can picture too, every 
fond delight of iniancy, unmoved ; I can recall to 
memory, Clairville — La Motte; can remember 
-childhood's careless hilarity, its frolic joys, its 
evanescent sorrows; but I cannot reproduce those 
sensations; reminiscence no longer brings pain or 
delight — ^the frost of premature decay congeals 
the spring of youth — mine is the retrospect of 
sluggish insensibility — surely the^excitation of re- 
venge is preferable to this paralysis of feeling ! 

The Countess has recovered her serenity; her 
hotel is crowded with the tinselled partizans of 
royalty, and the less glittering but more popular 
pleaders for redress and reform. Attentive, how-^ 
ever, to my slightest wishes, fond and solicitous, 
she complies with my whim for solitude, but smiles 
when I suggest the probability of my forsaking the 
world for ever — *^ A veil and fillet would not suit 
my Katiieren, yet I humour her caprice, because 
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a transient eclipse makes radiance still more 
dazzling." 

With listless gasse I wandered for awhile 'mid 
this multitade of courtly and plebeian parasites, 
whose opinions, pursuits and passions seem equally 
ephemeral. — ^Now, with acrimonious virulence they 
debate some momentous plan of political expedi- 
encyr — ^now, expand into the frothy effervescence of 
thoughtless frivolity, and lightly canvass the merits 
of some popular Vaudeville. The empire of wit 
succeeds the reign of ceremony, etiquette casts off 
its robe of gorgeous stiffness, and trips and sim- 
pers in the novel garb of piquante originality; the 
seriousness elicited by a profound or sacred sub- 
ject is directly banished by a stroke of pleasantry; 
wrathful ebullition exhales in sprightly repartee; 
gradually degenerating, sarcasm becomes scurri- 
lity ; the veriest buffoon is deified, and the turgid 
rant of factious eloquence usurps the applause due 
to solid reasoning; my apathy was not to be van- 
quished by such puerile inconsistency. I left them 
satisfied that even selfishness is preferable to this 
affectation of sentiment. 



The same to the same. 

[in continuation.] 

What a singular revolution in my feelings and 
my &te ! an antidote to misery, a halo to tinge the 
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dark clouds of despondency ! — I am with the queen ; 
the despised, the forsaken Katheren is again the 
ikvorite of this fascinating woman, this idol of my 
childish fancy, whose image, like a beautiful vision, 
long floated in the brightest ray of memory. 

Beatrice, this is the counteraction that I prayed 
for ! dedicated to her service, meditating on her 
wrongs, I shall at length lose the sense of my own 
suffering — can I complain of injustice, when ca- 
lumny has dared to assail this exalted woman ? — 
when private rancour, triumphant in its deadly 
machination, directs the current of popular frenzy, 
points to this once worsliipped princess as the 
proper object of the nation's hatred, the rabble's 
outrage, and, unsated by the prostration of every 
noble and chivalrous sentiment, rings the tocsin of 
anarchy, and instigates the erring multitude to 
that terrible precursor of crime, sedition ? But I 
must endeavour to be calm and consistent. 

The Countess, alarmed at the encreasing fer- 
mentation of the capital, determined on claiming 
the protection of some powerful friends at Ver- 
sailles, until the arrival of Lord Blessingham. I 
had long been, from inclination, a mere cypher in 
arrangement, well pleased with escaping irksome 
solicitations for opinion or advice, and I threw 
myself into a corner of our berline, inattentive 
to my aunt's orders, and impatient only for that 
whirling motion which might countenance com^^ 
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plete abstraction. Rapidity, however, was im- 
poeeible; our coarse was impeded by vexalioiw 
interruptions; the public walks were changed into 
ivdlitary posts, the road encumbered with troo|MB 
and trains of artillery; bur oulxiders where fire*, 
qoently and unceremoniously challenged by sol- 
diers. The postillions suggested the propriety of 
returning; my aunt's Swiss rode up and informed 
us that a seditious troop of the Pari»an populace 
had the day before departed for VersaOles, that 
straggling parties of the disaffected were now on 
theiv return, who spoke of treachery, of the re- 
sentment of their confederates, and menaced some 
terrible catastroj^e. 

^^ The military ere this must have queUed the 
tumult," said the Countess; ^^the king's guarde 
eould soon disperse this mighty rabble; proceed^ 
we are English, they dare not injure us. There 
would be more danger in returning, Katheren,'' 
she continued, looking back from the window of 
the carriage ; ^^ a dense multitude, which gradu- 
ally thickens, and seems fixed in awful expecU^ 
tions, is drawn up behind us — on, on," she cried, 
to the postillions. 

Suddenly a sound arose in the distance like the 
roar of a mighty whirlwind; the air seemed 
chained with deafening clangour, the carriage 
stopped, the peal had almost sunk into silence, 
when the horrid din was echoed from behind* 
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swelled to the stunning howl of infuriate triumph* 
More bewildered than alarmed, I looked forward ; 
a moving world seemed approaching, a wood of 
spears and trees, a heterogeneous compact mass 
of motley forms, a chaos of fiends and furies.-^^ 
Had the earth opened to disgorge those foul and 
hideous monsters? — ^Women with the looks and 
weapons of barbarians, rushed towards us; in- 
stantaneously we were surrounded, our servants 
^overpowered and disarmed, the carriage door 
was wrenched open. ^^ We are English," said 
the Countess, shrinking from a fury who grasped 
her hand. 

^^ Tell that with another tongue," said the 
woman, forcing herself into the berline, while 
others of the gang dismounted the postillions, and 
turned the horse's heads. 

The miscreant hordes united, and were moving 
onwai*d. 

"Stop for the grand spectacle /" shouted a voice. 

" Molest us at your peril ! we are English !" 
said the Countess. 

" English !" vociferated the female^ tossing her 
naked and filthy arms, " there's not an English 
scowl among your gaudy train ; no, you are some 
court pander of the Austrian tigress, taking this 
pretty lamb for sacrifice ; but spare yourself the 
trouble; Marie is grown courteous, and con- 
descends to visit her good friends in Paris.** 
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At this moment a load discharge of mngqaeiry 
was heard — << It is the feu-de-joie of victory I" said 
the woman, " shout I shout ! for the people," — 
she waved from the shattered door of the berline 
a party-coloured flag; ^* now friends, a hynm for 
the German sorceress !'' — ^Yells, hisses, impreca- 
tions again arose in savage outcry, a human head, 
elevated on a spear, was thrust into the carriage; 
the Countess shrieked ; a half naked ruffian, with 
the features of a demon, dashed aside the broken 
door, and presented to the female his fingers 
dabbled with blood. Vague apprehension of being 
immolated by these fanatics, aroused me from the 
stupor of amazement, I seized the hand of the 
Countess, and sprang from the berline ; in a mo- 
ment we were separated ; bayonets glittered before 
iny dazzled eyes, an officer was advancing at 
the head of a body of troops. — ^^ It is Miladi 
Blessingham's carriage; respect the rights of 
nations, the laws of hospitality!^ The rabble 
fell back ; I flew along the only unobstructed 
space towards an equipage which slowly ap- 
proached; a soldier caught my arm; terrified 
into consciousness, I wildly shrieked. 

Even in that hour of agonizing trial, her .ear 
was open to the cry of distress ! an angel's face 
appeared at the window of a royal carriage; one 
glance was enough for memory — I tottered and 
fell — ^< It is Katheren Momington," cxclumed a 
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Toice, clear by its harmony even amid that horrid 
uproar; ^^ she will be trampled! murdered! if 
you are christians, if you are human, stop and save 
her !" — Some person caught me from the earth, I 
was liilked into the carriage, and fainted in the 
arms of Marie Antoinette. 

At the palace of tho Thuilleries, in the cabinet 
of the queen, I sketch this scene of ferocious 
outrage; but I did not witness half its horrors. — 
Merciful Heaven ! are not the crimes of these 
misguided wretches in part attributable to the in- 
discretion or cowardice of those who, by decision, 
might have prevented this sanguinary tumult? — 
While the municipality awaited the issue of this 
commotion in lethargic stupidity, while tho cham- 
bers discussed some frivolous question, and the 
commander of the forces slept as if lulled by the 
storm of faction, the palace of Versailles was 
forced, its brave defenders were mangled or mur- 
dered, the queen was hunted from her chamber, 
pursued by tho infuriate rabble through the cor- 
ridors, compelled to- abandon her regal dwelling, 
and 'midst the shouts and execrations^ the scoffs 
and ribaldry of a profane and brutal mob, the 
dregs of humanity, the harpies of pollution, was 
led in procession tardy and lingering as the pro- 
gress of the felon to his doom, and finally incar- 
cerated within the walls of her Capital. 

Such, Beatrice, is the queen's account of this 

VOL. III. K 
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unparalieled outrage ; treaebeiybowciTerliflfi.tieeB 
baffled; she is saved, and the people^ diodced^t 
their saerilegious daring, hare sunk 'into ib&fvmty 
meekness of subordination. The qytendaur of Ibe 
court is reviving; the queen coiHxUales alt jtlrlaef^ 
the venal royalist, the sturdy deBUMsrat,r4JM fiiudV 
dioas jacolm, each is greeted witli that extraor- 
dinary address, which mingles pridetof birth a^ 
pomp of droumstanoe with degaooe andcouitiesy. 
The expanding heart eatclies from her fascinating 
smiles the spark that kifn^s the flame cf ioysaity 
even in the breast of the factious ringkader, and 
the very paissardes who shrieked at Versailles ithe 
kneU of the beautiful Austrian, now damA in the 
court of the Thuilleries, ^^ Vive Marie Antoisetta.'^ 

Anxious for the fate of my poor Mint, I. would 
have quitted the palace to seek her, but the Cooste 
d'Estaing, commander of the king's guards, whose 
timely interference perhaps saved us from de- 
struction, put into my hand the following billet.. 

^^ I am safe, my dear child, and under tlte pro- 
tection of the Neapolitan ambassador. Remain 
with the queen for the present ; I will soon join 
you ; no intelligence of Blessingham, nothing can 
be determined till be arrive. I send Pauline to 
the palace ; your equipage will convey to you any 
other of your suite that you may wish for ; Eva 
is convalescent; no tiditigs of the fugitives. 

" Beatrice.'* 
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Uncertainiy is now more endurable ; the q^een 
faadliilened to the Kttle narrative of my errors; 
she wiB plead with Blessinghaoi; sternness must 
ydeldt&snehiiiediationl her power is resistless! 
I shall find ooiin^e to palliate my fiiult^ I shall be 
pardoned ; but — if that be all, of what worth is 
pardon? Imaginary evils must not bowevi^ 
again tormoit^ 

My^umal beoomfls Toluminous;. you will cen- 
sure my apparent negligence, but I dare not 
despatch it tiil I hear of Momington. 

The poor little page sought me out voluntarily ; 
Pauline would have dismissed the child, but he 
was resolute, and would make his way into my 
apartment ; the queen permitted him to remain^ 

I have seen my aunt twice ; she came to the 
palace with the minister Acton, who, I suspect, is 
on some secret mission from the Queen of Naples 
to her sister, for he visits us incognito. To-^nigbt 
we assemble at the Princess de Lamballe's 
apartments. • 

The same to the same. 

[in COimNUATIOK.] 

I NEED not preface the following detail with 
the egotism of complaint; you will comprehend 
the difficulty and distress of my rituation. 

K 2 
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Time passed away, no intelligenGe of ' Lord' 
Blessingham ! my aunt lolled my apprehension^ f 
be was in France, he would soon arrive, tHwtit^ 
would be useless, our letters must pdsa ' him^ 
Thus she ai^ued and decided. My days vrei^ 
not ungilded l^ hope, although its light ^as 4^"' 
vering; the peculiarity and brilliancy of 'a sttn- 
ation in which I enjoyed the entire oofifid^de'df 
the queen, proved some distraction to disquietii!!^ 
conjecture. 

Suddenly the Countess' visits ceased, the queeil^ 
magnanimously veiling her own alarm, spoke of 
rioters having assembled in the place Louis Quinzt 
who had mutilated the statue, and effaced the 
inscriptions, placing in the mouth of the borise a 
placard forbidding foreigners to approach the 
palace. Although this, she surmised, pointed aloh^ 
to Acton, who, she doubted not, was discovered, 
and, being detested by the Parisians^ was thus 
menaced, still the affiche was sufficiently alarming 
to prevent the Countess' usual visits. The que^en. 
concluded by advising me to send a note by her 
confidential laquais, Camot, to the ambassad6t^8 
hotel; Camot however was not in waiting, and the 
commission devolved on Pauline, who expressed 
an earnest wisli to see her aunt Camilla, and 
smiled at apprehension of danger. She wats leav- 
ing my apartment, when the page, who seemrs 
gifted irith the perception of the lynx, and watches 
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my notions as if prompted by some intuitive pre- 
science tliat evil is intended mc, jMiunced upon 
Pauline, and snatched from lier the letter. Asliarp 
contest of crimination and retort ensued, irritating 
to my impatience. Tlie child would give no reason 
foi- bis unruly conduct, save tliat Judith had ex- 
horted hitn to be diligent in pieventing Pauline 
from medling with the Countess Katlieren's letters. 
I recollected the obstinate enmity of poor Sweeney 
to this girl, and rebuked the boy, who burst into 
tears, but still tenaciously clutched the j>aper; his 
stubbornness was invincible; menace and en- 
treaty -were vainly used bo induce his relinquish- 
ing a grasp which grew firmer at every re- 
monstrance ; sobbing, he flung himself at my feet, 
hiding in his vest the little hand which held his 
prize, and casting at Pauline flashing glances of 
mingled spite and apprehension. He would be 
sure to deliver the letter, he knew eiery foot of ' 
the way to the Sicilian Lord's Hotel, Camilla bad 
turned him out from thence, he could be there I 
and back in a bird's iliglit, the good Signont 
Judith would be so angry to find he had suffered 
that false French animal to finger ray ladyship's 
writing — gentle mt^asuree were inefl'ectual ; to 
render the boy tractable, I peremptorily demanded , 
the letter, and dismissed him from my service. 
The child changed colour, ceased bis lament} as if 
stunned by the severity of the sentence, levelled ' 
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liig clenched band at Pauline, flcuDg the ^tter in 
her fece, Idflsed my robe, and, wilb a hatist of n^ 
and grief, darted from die room. IfaitkaHto^ 
that my award was only meant to inlim!dat&. 

Pauline returned from her mimon #id^ an efic«- 
traor^ary tale; the Countess, ahdmed at' an 
attack made by the mob on the ambassador's 
hotel, had removed no one conld tell whitlier; 
ho: entire suite had accompanied her; the bio- 
bassador himself had retired to Pdssy. 

Pauline said she would have been BMire par- 
ticular in enquiry, but that she had fimnd herself 
followed by some suspicious looUng persi^ wlio 
lurked within the court and listened to her ques- 
tions ; she concluded by entreating I migblmake 
myself tranquil, for that I should certainly re- 
oeiye some intimation from the Ckmntess on the 
morrow. 

I was not however to be soothed by i^eh as- 
surance, and resolved to proceed instantiy to 
Poisey, satisfied that my aunt would not witlv- 
draw to any distance from the protection alEcnnded 
by the ambassador of Queen Caroline, who is her 
firmest friend. Alas Beatrice! it was at the 
court of Naples that my epocha of wo commenced ! 
but bow different are Caroline and her sister; 
vanity and irritation led me to follow the onfe, at- 
tachment links me to the other. 

On what trifles sometimes hinge the gates of 
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dcsUny 1 searocly were the orders for my carriage 
given, when the queen entered my apartment^ 
lilene^ and unannounced. I hastily motioned 
Pauline from the room, and stood reverentiidly 
awaiting her Majesty's commands. " Ceremony j 
Katheren, ceremony !" exclaimed the queen, in a 
tone of bitter irony, throwing herself on a spfa^ 
and compelling me to sit beside her, — ^^ alas ! it 
is too* late to resume its wholesome fetters!-^ 
better,'' she cried, passionately clasping her hands^ 
^' far better submit to the trite and hackneyed 
verbiage of conventional insipidity, to all the 
cumbrous limitations of antiquated custom, than 
trench upon those useful fences which guard the 
sanctity of royalty. I coveted the affection, n«t 
the homage of my people ; I banished the servility 
of slavish def^ence, of prescriptive ceremonial — 
and behold the result, — degradation, insult^ 
mockery! Oh! give me again my proud estate, 
and I will cling to those bulwarks of prerogative, 
those forms aivi observances, which dazzle and 
inUniidate the vulgar !" She arose, and paced the 
room; I was silent from emotion* << Katheren^'' 
she continued, ^^ I cannot encounter the clamour ' 
of a revolutionary parterre; you will rejMresent 
me this evening at the theatre; take with you my 
children; my stanchest friends shall guard you; 
I am advised to make my boy populari and duty 
bids me endeavour to win for him that mercy 
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^diicb I preset wilt be witlilicid frotn Ins mnei- 
rabie mother ! teacb mj diiM, Kaflieren^.tlie sfib* 
terfage, the soppleneaB of Att Aidi cty ii e oF hy^ 
pocrisy, that most pbrndUe fsaeiiibler^'IMbrie 
Antoinette! Ind him bend befbire'thoM ptoiertB 
of nameless origin, cringe to those pritkM^'^A^iib- 
spirators, who prepare for his parettt the dk^get 
and the drug! but for my efaildr6ii,Kathereh','I 
would meet the one or qnaff the other, noi* fe6l tit 
sight of such dread heralds, that loatlni^, thai 
quivering abhorrence, which tingles through' my 
shrinking nerves, as, with crocodile oompJaeeUcy, 
I bow obsequious, and smile, and ^twn upon, and 
touch the fingers of those low lived despeits who 
would constrain the daughter of an emperor.'* 

Confounded by this ebullition, I stood irresolute 
in what form to offer consolation. During die 
momentary pause, a creeping footstep sounded from 
the corridor — alarm overcame respect, I flew to 
detect this lurking witness of the qneen^ incaoti- 
ouB vehemence; but the passage was clear — ^re- 
called to circumspection, her Majesty addressed me 
in a more subdued tone; *'' To-night then, Kathe- 
ron, you will act the queenly part, and court our 
factious subjects; the grand conspirator, conscious 
of his treason, cowardly as base, withdraws to 
England ; but even thence his art might wing a 
barbed arrow ; you are his load-star, and may dis- 
arm his malice; bedeck that sybil face with blan- 



THE PREDICTION. 20i 

ditilinient, and think all sorcery but suitable and 
just: my uslier bints that our arcb anarcbiate to- 
night attend this Macbiavel, to grace the scene, and 
greet with ribald Bcofis their sovci-eign ; these too 
yuu must liutbrall, and cheat tlie scorptona of 
their deadly sting. — Sparc no allurement, let your 
attire be regal — Kathercn you are a stake I 
would not rashly venture — remember — my fate 
may rest upon this cant !" She hastily quitta^ 
the apartment. 

The orders for my carriage were instantly re^ 
voked, my visit to Poissy postponed till the mor7 
row, and Pauline advised of my intentions fur the 
evening. You would have thought the girl had 
guessed her Majesty's wishes, ahe fulBlk'd theca 
£o exactly ; my array wae splendid, and the queen 
satisfied. I aeated myscjii' in the carriage with 
the Dutchess de Duras, Madame de Tourzel, and 
her royal charge, determined to detach even feel- 
ing from self, and to coneentrate every thought, 
every faculty upon this innocent Btratagera.- 
Tbough {success could be but a bubble, still it 
might afford temporary gratiJication to my royal 
mistress, who counts too much on evanescent 
effusions of loyalty and attachment. The beautifid 
Dauphin, addressing me as big Maman AnglaiaSt 
complimented my appearanoc, with all his mother's 
winning fascination, while the little Princesa, so* 
rious and reflective, observed that I was much 
£ 5 
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more parie than her p fi nwi M i fc JfcmMiw, irko 
i^hai^ed, m truth, frDm^ magtdAMMmtYfmU^wx" 
treine simplicity of attire^ hut still ta ttou iii g i iM 
splendoar in her court. ^' ^ 

The performance was to be the IMit^ of Vol- 
taire; I had often recited to Lady Blessfafegkam 
the part of M^ope, and recollected a piawngiu ap- 
posite to the times, which m%fat he made sub- 
servient to my purpose ; this, with slight TariatioD, 
I endeavoured to impress on the ductile memory 
of the dauphin. Ihe child, who is intdl^etot «Dd 
keenly sensitive, seemed instinctively to compre- 
hend oar plot, and my heart fluttered with alter- 
nations of hope and fear, when I found myself in 
the royal box, surrounded by a numerous eortkfej 
and conspicuous from being a foreigner and a 
fkvourite. 

The Duke of Orleans and his mjrrmidons 
shortly appeared; attracted by the unwonted 
courtesy of my salutation, which to him, till now, 
had ever been freezing and haughty, the duke in- 
stantly joined our party, and his subordinates, at- 
tentive to the signal of their leader, soon mingled 
with the queen's adherents. Mirabeau, a factious, 
but eloquent and popular orator, the person who 
placed me in the queen's carriage on the day of 
Versailles, entered the opposite box. Alive to the 
importance of winning such an advocate, who, as 
Madame de Tourzel made me observe, was already 
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$arround4ed by; jacQbiniGStl blusteir^rs, I ^le4 ftnd 
leMrtsied my, msknawledgmants; be bowed, ftven 
wUh the veverenoQ of a cjourtly cayalier ; a whisper 
flew through his ranks to th^ deoiagpgiies.pf the 
pit, and instantaneously my name, ^upled with 
the most fulsome and extravagant plaudits, re- 
sounded through the house. PleiMBed wiih a no* 
toriety which I fancied favoured our p]a% I, re- 
doubled my effor^ at Gaptivation,: gradually how- 
ever turning the public a^^ntion from myself to 
the dau;^n, who was seated on my knee*. The 
lovely child practised all the little, arts whj^h 
were suggested, while bis enemies, at the moment 
solicitous for my favour, dared not avert the sym- 
pathy and admiration he excited. 

Mean-time the play proceeded; the first ^act 
had terminated, during which the democrats had 
loudly applauded these lines of the tyrant Po« 
lipbonte, 

*' Le droit de commander n'est plus tin avantage 
*' Transmis par la nature, ainsi qa'nn h^ntftge." 

The Queen of Mess^ne enters with her attend^ 
ants, and pa^evious to the appearance of Egisthe, 
breaks out into that passiooately energetio cotti* 
plaint which ecmelades thns^ 



' *' On comble m^ misferCji 

'* On d6tr6ne le fils^ qxk outrage la mire !'\ 
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There was a pause ; the fiekk ftuiKem^ seemed 
struck with sadden compunctikm^.theniiMioeeat 
child^ raising his little hands, repeatedtiiese wtmk 
distinctly, and with most affedtii^ pathos,^- m, ' . . 

-, •* On comble notre mis^re, 

" On d^tr6De le fils, on outrage la wl^re / 

The burst of admiraticHi was simaltaneDiis and 
astounding; the roof rung with* "Vive le 
Dauphin I'' The subtle duke, coneealiiiigKfais 
confusion under the mask of enthkisiasm, ioaiiglit 
up the interesting child, and held faini foi^ard^ 
while the ingenious boy, with intuitive prompii- 
tude, waved the little cap which' his •mother's 
anxious care had ornamented with the! itiadonal 
knot, and shouted 
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** Et la Reine et la Nation I" 



.■ > 



The French may be flattered into atiything'bot 
consistency; the tumult was deafening; tihe^t^rs 
retired from the stage. <^ Vivent notre Reine et 
s<m fils !" was now the spontaneous acclamation ; 
the orchestra struck up " O Richard f O mxm 
Moif*' loyalty was- at its climax, triumph flushed 
my countenance ! This transient revolution • of 
feeling was hailed as the harbinger of reviving 
loyalty ; intoxicated by success, my courtesies and 
oompliments were lavished, if not with all the 
grace, at least with all the counly freedom of thcf 
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qiieen. I gnily hinted to tlie d like, who solicited 
some memorial of my favour, that my coloure 
should be worn at the Engtisii court, only, hy the 
advocates of Marie Antoinette, He proffered al- 
legianee in exchange for my boutjuet, which I 
presented, prophesying it would wither at the 
touch of disloyalty, and dared him to the proof. 
He presBcd his lips to the flowers, and approached 
thein to mine, with pretence of displaj-ing their 
undiminished Wooni. I hastily drew bach, and 
tottered ; the duke grasped my arm to support 
me ; the flowers fell ; they were collected and 
presented by an emaciated hand, my eyes became 
riveted on a hollow and ghastly countenance, a 
spectre-like form, which, with a mournful and 
upbraiding movement, turned from my gaze, and 
retreated — the full, melancholy eyes again sought 
me, as if to grant one jiarting look. — Sister it was 
my husband ! 

I stood desolate ! alone ! the world that buf- 
rounded me had vanished. Momington was gone, 
yet I saw but him. A gentle pressure, a whis- 
pered anxious enquiry, restored nie to the misery 
of recollection ; I snatched my hand from the 
duke, darted from the box, and hurried through 
passages intricate and obscure, nn conscious of 
object or purpose. The voices of my party sounded 
from behind ; Iieedleiis I rushed down a flight of 
Bteps ; lacquais and link boys surrounded me.-^ 



ed I 

I 
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•* Sir William MoFBington's cfixiiige^^^rrmj^^ gUii- 
tleman made bk. way through t(lM^«ao<)(M^^ 4<ir- 
getting my aUiorreiioe a£ this man^iliiimfii^ 'ki» 
hand with the fervour o£ .£rieiiidfifaipVr^-]U99»l 
Blesoogham, Sir William-^-wberejJs.jl^prdr^to- 
Mttgham ? you will take me to himi?^- « . 

<^ Pardon me, Madaai," replM Ibe j^l^wc^, 
with a Satanic sneer, <^ I would hy/pp/fln^fkaaf in- 
terrupt the harmony of the honourable and ami- 
cable compact I witnessed this evening ; behold, 
your princely coadjutor approaches; permit me 
however, with my adieus, to compliment you on 
such encrease of beauty, and likewise on the dis- 
tinguished post wliich fame has assigned to you.'' 
He shrank from the flash of my indignant ^eon- 
tempt. — '* You will, at least. Sir William , Mer- 
nington, say where Lord Blessingbam is to^ be 
found?" 

^' Found!" he repeated, his voice sinking into 
the whisper of fear, as the Dukes of Orleans and 
Liancourt approached. — <^ Your ladyship will for- 
give my disinclination to be ^laughed at as the 
dupe of such feigned ignorance." He cast^ a 
furtive glance at the noblemen, bowed to me pro- 
foundly, and retreated. The crowd closed upon 
the wily ctaven. 

I was too resentful to pursue enquiry. They 
placed me in a carriage ; my long repressed emo^ 
tion found vent in hyiterical sobs. We reached 
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ih^ palace; 1 have coniiifted j^^coBe^tibos of re- 
eeiviag' the embraces, thanks aiMl cotnpliment» of 
tHe ^queeii^-^la^ I my vaunted piulanthropy had 
l^ished, I was again the slave of selfish distress; 
Hstless and sullen^ I retit^ed^ ' to commiinioate <io 
you the ciretittistances; which preceded and fol- 
lowed my momentary view of this appaiition.— It 
was snrely my husband I 



The same to the same. 

[iK CONTIN17ATION.3 

Slee^ brought no cordial; it was a visionary 
existence of horror, filled with images resentful 
and threatening— there was no calmness in slum- 
ber; day dawned; I arose; there was no relief in 
action-^ every feeling had merged into one, the 
«ieki»uag eagerness of expectation ! — Lord Bless- 
ingham would surely come to the palace ! I would 
explain, I would satisfy; my little exculpatory 
prayer was recited again and again, with as much 
intense energy, as much tearful throbbing impa- 
iicmce^ as if Momington had been present to de* 
cide upon its sufficiency; his apol<^ for silence^ 
for absence^ was eloquent; his wasted hand ! his 
hollow cheek ! he had been ill ; no wife had watched 
bis fevered slumber^ or stooped to catch his whis* 
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pered wishes. OhI I would otter in^ exjitium a 
life of careful tendemess ! I would waitupoa Ids 
vordsy mark hit every look^ ptevent Jbia innlSy 
with wife-like eameetneesy and bend ev/ta to Jhin 
caprice with unexpoatulatory anbmieriiwy^" Jjior 
hanfbiiatfi» nor unkiudneasy nor querulous eom- 
plaint should force me (o murmur ! mj pleaaofei^ 
inclinations^ and pursuits should be a p^v^tiatory 
sacrifice 1 For his approval I would commute the 
panegyric of a world ! 

But the day so long, and yet so short, declined; 
I simt my car against the knell which tolled the 
lapse of time; I would not see the deepening twi- 
light; it was a cloud, it would pass, the welcome 
sun would again emerge; darkness eocreHiSed^ 
night came, but not my husband ! 

. Beatrice, may you never feel such bereavenieDt 
of h^ !-^A vague idea of seeking Morningtoii 
that very night, grew into decision ; what at firai 
seemed frantic, looked, on reflection, feaable; ,1 
ordered my carriage; circumstances should deter- 
mine its direction; dissuasion was unavailing; I 
was stubbornly resolute, and would go. My friends 
dared not eucrease, by contradiction, such terrible 
excitement, a guard was ordered out for my pro* 
tection. The Princess de Tarente offered to ac- 
company me* My foot was on the step of the 
aajrriage when Pauline rushed towards me with a 
letter '"-the handwriting was Momington's ; I flew 
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to my apsirtment,' torb dp^n the ^aper, and read 

ad'foBot^t^— • ■ "■ ' • •=■' 

^* Yoa ^m Aitafl^, dblteh6ldihgiW«telter,atfc 
j^ttinacity whibh fc6tiid HOt be ebwiKcid ieveii^y 
cotitemptddtis i^Ient^e, ' or pei^bKp^ yeu tnll in£g- 
nkhtly atitTci^^te A ' persi^t^cy in e^poi^UlatiM 
whlcTi'wd^Id indeed atgiie pierile,' bebattse tm- 
sIvaiHng'iriterfereiicfe'. But reasi^tird yolirself Kathe^ 
ren ; lii this you $hkll m^et with no reproach, and if 
I am led into remonstrance, it xvill be by a feeling 
far differeilt froiri that' Which {it'ompted th6 forcible, 
perhaps too tmpetuous langu^e I addressed to 
you on iny arrival here — nbtv that sentiment is 
sobered, I may vmte without fearing to irritate — 
resentm^bt di^d with the interest which iexcited 
it from the mom^t I s^in saw my wife the 
object' of 'unbridled and Keentious admitatibn; 
starting from that beautiful sphere of discretion, 
dignity AtiA delicacy which partial nature has a£h- 
signed het loveliest effort, into dazzling ecceii* 
tricity; encouraging by elegant coquetry the hiH 
inage of an avowed libertine, alid bartering reserve 
and propriety for celebrity* and applause — Ka^ 
theren ! Katheren ! from what a glorious height 
have you voluntarily precipitated yourself! But 
I will be unimpassiohed and just; I will profess 
my conviction that you would shrink from the 
touch of impurity, but what can shield your mind 
from that contagious blast whose deleteriona 
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cneaoe infceta Uw «ijBosphere yoo now inhale ? 
Removed to a more geuial clime» tbe germ pf tut- 
tuou8 principle may reedver its elaaUcitj^ but 
what can deanee the aoul firom the taint it must 
contract in a court immersed in preflig^cy.aud 
infidelity, a coart whose eeoret annale proeent 
records of moral obliqaity, at perusiug whiob,! the 
more bmnely but leea vitiated sinner would sicken, 
nnd| from abhorrence, become reclaimed. Mine is 
the rough language of honesty, Lady Blessinghani ; 
I would not by varnishing corruption prevent ^e 
cure which a view of its naked deformity may 
effect. — Oh wide wasting pestilence, what can 
purify the spirit from thy noxious exhalaliou! 
what can restore to Katheren, that refinement 
which beautifully blends with modesty t& di/er- 
tingttish the woman of delicacy from the woman 
simply chaste ? she has lost her stamp of supreme 
superiority ; that lovely impress is effaced which 
gives the sceptre to her sex ! to your aggregate of 
attraction, add discretion, and you are r^sist- 
kas; without it, mediocrity, inanity to me are 
preferable ! * 

*< But by what right, you will demand, do ypu 
thus erect yourself into my austere and arbitrary 
oensor? You hastened the fulfilment of a contract 
which our better reason might have cancelled, al- 
though well aware of the vacillation of a character 
tinctured with that ambition which infallibly leads 
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to errors you consider incsompatible with female 
excellence. It is mo^t true^ and my long endured 
primisbthent id deserved ! 

*^I have turned from your image with stoical 
fihnnefiss; I hate shut out the memory of that 
ca^ivatin'g grace which made your very faults 
look Ibvely : I have met you with a frigid air; 
I have forced upon my features the frown of r^ 
prehension, or the smile of cold indifference, and 
ftied atlast — soflened by otie upbraiding look — from 
the shame of a surrender which would derogate 
from the dignity of principle. 

^^ Your tacit consent to our separation is most 
welcome, for I could not with condstency endure 
albn^r conflict between feeing and judgment; 
proud, of- my rank, of my oountry, of my name; 
scrupulous, even as those long gone chivalrous 
assertors of female excellence whose self-denying 
constancy was secured only by the pudio basfafuU 
ness of their mistresses ; guarding tenaciously that 
unisoiled escutcheon whose brightness^ if the brea& 
of slander once obscure, I shall think for ever 
dimmed; could I consistently with these senti- 
ments calmly hear my wife sneered at and cited 
as the seductive tool of that unfortunate Queen, 
whose pernicious example, fatally powerful from 
her charms and her temporal elevation, has sapped 
the foundation of wholesome restraint ?>— Katheren 
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the mine is secretly but surely preparing which 
will at last burst with terrific explosion |; . , r . 

'^ I would save you ! at the riski^f.i^curriDg your 
resentment I will once moore enfpriCQ my :^ni^er 
representations; you baiter the tendemessr.pf; ,tbe 
sincere for the homage of tbe syoopbantr-^you 
sacrifice to inordinate vanity^ or tp .fantastic 
friendship, ties sacred and ostensible, obligatippa 
imperative and legitimate, — ^you become the dupe 
<nr the associate of this reined inlriguer.r^ 
Oh ! why were you ever suffered ; : to meander 
within the sphere of her inflaence^ to breathe the 
mephitic air of immorality and sophistry? — A 
child thrown into collision with the frivolous and 
profane! fatal, irredeemable indiscretion It—MI- 
nam t«— 4>ut let Heaven register your errors. 

*' Unconvinced by your disregard of my remon- 
strances, uninfluenced by thousand tongued report, 
which trumpeted your renown, • I clung to the 
flattering protestation of one enthusiastic friend, 
whose existence was staked upon your rectitude^ 
your projected visit to the theatre was mentioned; 
one effort would resolve my doubts — I went !— it 
was the fire trial, but it was the last ! — may the 
memory of that scene not haunt me in eternity ! 

^* My mother will remain with you as long as you 
merit her protection ; my revenues are at your 
disposal, and Blessingham Castle may one day 



THE PR£DlCTIOir« 313^ 



prove a salutary- And de&ired're6tiKg^place.-«^Whiie 
you read thid letter the sptiuee that separates us will 
V^"]tepidl]r^iierdft8h]g ; 'I shall learn to «ubdue my 
fe^Kngfi in some' distaint 'region,- where we may 
irevei* hieet l-^Kathettn, RoiftweU !— Yoa will not 
tbiiik of the; ddting* the days of your loveliness and 
glory, but id your i^ali^'or your decay, yo«i will 
remember me ar one^ * Who would have kissed your 
&ded <^he6k unth more fondness than when it 
glot^ed with its ihost das^zling brilliancy ! Kathe- 
reta, farei^ell! • • "Blessingham.*' ' 

There was no gradation in the feelings which 
this letter eitcited; no degrees of misery, from 
apprehension to grief, to agony. — Mind and vision 
seemed to gras^, at a single glance, the words and 
their import ; I was felled as if by a dingle and 
stunning blow — for some days I had no distinct 
perception of persons or occurrences; I felt con- 
scious of being the object of unitearied solicitude, 
yi^t Vhy I waff watched or by whom lEiurrounded 
I "was completely tinconscious* — Forms flitted 
thrbugh the room, approached and smoothed my 
pillow, kissed my forehead, moistened my lip; 
— i r knew them not ; I had a heart-piercing sense 
of suffering, but no remembrance of the cause* — 
At length, as from a trance during which the body 
rested while the spirit was tormented^ I awoke.-^ 
A seraph head was laid near mine; its eyes were 
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dosed, the %1it drapery of tbe Ptomnbmit .figure 
was throi¥B ov^r my bosom, 9m if this > gnardijiff 
sylph would, even while slumbering, nestJ^iiOKl 
protect its nurding; soft and tender fiogeip jen- 
circled my wrist* — ^' Eva If ' 1 mxatmaeArraihe 
stlorted from the pillow. — *^ My owa/4ea« ,&a«- 
tberen! how I have prayed for* this j'f cdediba 
poor girl, clasping my neck, «nd sobbing a:^^!^- 
VttlsiYely. .u- 

^ Hush I hush i" said a voice, in a subdued tciae; 
I raised my eyes ; the majestic figure of tb^ Qtieen 
stood opposite the fairy Eva^ enforeing l]^iiiipriss- 
sive gesture her eager admonitiomt EvAr could 
not repress hysterical emotion ; the^ Queen stoi^efU 
kissed my cheek, took Eva by the band) and hur- 
ried her from the apartment. 

A t^htness of the heart, a feeling of blended 
anguish and remorse, assailed me.. I seemed 
abandoned by all my former friends, save by her5 
whom in her utmost need I had forsaken !r-r'With 
fretful impatience, I reproached you, even you my 
sister, overlooking my blameable detention of the 
packet which should have, long since, informed you 
of my situation. — ^Alas! I hoped it might have 
proved to you the herald of returning peace :— 
peace ! what miracle was to calm this tempest of 
the mind ? 

But prompt resolve was necessary, and refleo- 
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tiMy to itiakct decision just ; I closed my ^es, and 
aideftVoared to arotise faculties impaired by bo^y 
feeblenisss. 

Tbe door of ray apartment vm» eautioo$ly i»i« 
elbeed; some one entered, and approached the bed. 
I %ad cdminenced niy sad Tetroepeot, and sidc- 
eiied at interruption. I feigned to deep; the 
curtain was softly drawn aside, a light breath 
fanned my face, my eyelids quivered, but I stirred 
fiot. The intruder seemed to kneel beside me, a 
loud burst of passionate ^rief, a mysterious ex^ 
damatioD, ^startled me; still I was mute and 
motionless, though perfectly conscious of die 
E^>eaker; a strange stupefaction prevented my 
addi*es8ing het. 

'^ Miserable woman V* was again ejaculated, 
^ or^n of accumulated wo, whose bUghting influ- 
ence^ like the soorch marasmus, withers each blos- 
som of life's promise, and sheds on the flower of 
thy^' pernicious fosterage, the bhusting mildew 
which thy crimes exhale ! — Miserable woman ! 
thy 'name, wa^hword of evil, trembles on the 
tongue that' dares not utter it I" 
, As she spoke, my breathing grew short and 
quick, the ttioisture of i^ony stood on my burn- 
ing brow, I already felt the dread corrosion she 
had prophesied ; with force almost preternatural 
I burst from my death*like stupor, and exclaimed 
— ** Say it is not,— oh, say it is not of her you 
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speak t — Lady Blessingham say it ' is not of 
her?' 

** My child, my Kathoren ! who could have 
hoped for such a restoration ?' 

** You will not speak/' I cried, ** you kill me 
with suspense ; say it was of Eva, it was ■ of the 
Queen you spoke, — say it was of any one^but 
of her?" 

^ Katheren," said my aunt, sternly; ** you 
rave ; to whom do you allude ? whom must I 
exculpate? would you wrench from me by meanti 
of a momentary indiscretion the guarded' secret of 
more than twenty years ? compel me to explain 
words uttered in a paroxysm of despair ?— raiber 
explain your own strange conduct, Katheren ; 
yout sufferings, indeed, to me have already Evi- 
denced your innocence, and have silenced the're-^ 
primand deserved by your disregard of our re-^ 
peated letters; still there is some e^planatibn 
necessary; your desertion of us for-^* — »'* 

•' Desertion !" I repeated, indignantly; " it ia I 
Madam, who have been deserted, left in compIetJB 
ignorance of your movements and arrangements, 
of the arrival of your son, — ^letters I never received, 
save that cutting announcement which, God help 
me ! I could not answer !" 

i would not weep, Beatrice, I would not shed a 
tear; pride was again paramount.' — Lady Blessing- 
ham looked at me with the stare of stupid asto- 
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nishment — Pauline was* summoned and interro- 
gated. — Where were the letters conveyed by Ca- 
milla to the palace ? Pauline had not seen Camilla 
until she came in the suite of the Countess — ^letters! 
— she had only received one from Sir William 
Morningtoq's servant^ which she had instantly 
given to her mistress. Camilla was next exa- 
mined; she had deposited the letters with the 
page, whot when she enquired for me, always 
replied I was either at cards, or at mass, with the 
queen. 

^ I will question the boy myself,'' said the 
Countess. She was hastening from th«5 roo^^ 
when Pauline arrested her steps by the intelli- 
gence that the page had absconded on the very 
day he had been frustrated in his design 4>f pos- 
sessing himself of my billet. Pauline then nar- 
rated his extraordinary exasperation, my displear 
sure, and his consequent flight; the women were 
dismissed. 

<< Any attempt to solve this mystery would be 
useless," said my^ aunt; ^^ that boy was a minion 
of Sinda's ; . I always suspected him — my poor 
child, my Katheren, how unjustly you have been 
censui'ed !'' 

<< Lord Blessingham's opinions and decisions 
were not formed from my silence^" said I, *^ they 
were the cool and well digested results of calcu- 
lating and selfii^ investigation; youth presented 

VOL. III. L 
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nothing to exiennato, tiremms/lMkOe-'V^Aimg ^tip 
mitigate; aceidenl, from wfai^hjuyjaal ^iadaacr^ 
tioii proce^ed^ was not takeAinCo. tMatmtkiJi 
am accused of tramplisg ii|ion ties whiebTh4/lritf»- 
aelf seveirs by a siogie act^ tm- aeirwJiidi'ottti off 
tbe appeal voachsafi^d «Ven 4» tiie^ocmvioieiiM > Hiui 
m tnterriew been aeeorded lnc> iiad femMttiefiAp 
^Mr yoiir «oti, but deigned to hear «iy^MteniiBlkifv>^ 
Oh tio ! all contact witli a thing eo 1s^inUAigi€tM 
have been derogatory f Wei^ his i ^ hi ^mtiiiid : 
stinging censure confined to me^ I might perlMpB 
consider it comftie'Visfirate okily with :t|iy ndi»- 
4)retiOB» but as it gianoes at tboea whortaveritnwt 
asemplifry, I doubt its justice^ diGpaot'SlB itnpav* 
tiaKty, and ivill not A'aii to his dedrae4-Kiitbti«ti 
'Mormngton degrades the rank'i^t'CMiiteBa jof 
Biessingkam — she resigns it^^tbe r^|»robatecb Mi- 
riam will teach me wisdom with more ^antfe'^ar- 
gument; — my guardian will reeeitu^ tbe -cast- 
away!" >' f 

Lady BlessiAgbam grew deadly palest ^<^^Ka- 
tberen/' she said, ^< your affeetionsiBre-wflirped, 
your judgment obscured ; my inflaeikce has mAbcB ; 
io^merrcyw I ieaye you, to rejoin aciy sob : IquiC««d 
him to watch my sister's child, to heal this tnlfi- 
stent breach^and, for my sacrifiee I meet sudpieidu 
-and reproach l-^-go Katberen— goin yoar stubborn 
jiride-««ondemn the parent that wt>uid. not ileare 
her Bon^s nek coaeb 'to seek a court ; if 'Monriti|;* 
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ton's wasted form did not present sufficient plea 
for my retirement, I can advance no otlier, — my 
poor cliild! scarcely yet reetored to liealtli, I have 
forsaken you, and snch is my reward !" 

I flung sayEclf into bcr arms — some band, cru- 
elly careful, had placed the tetter on my pillow ; 
I presented it, trembling, as an apology fur my 
impetuous language: she read it aloud — with what 
persuasive powers, Beatrice, is this wond<;rful 
woman gifted ! by the siraple force of emphasis, 
«ach sentence seemed divested of its sting, the 
stormy passions which swelled my heart wera 
~:i^adually subdued to tenderness and regret, my 
mind retained the impression, onlyg tliat Moi-ning- 
iton slill loved me; be bad feigned indifference 
'once, and might again : the wounding passages 
SPiTe glossed over lightly, as unworthy of remark, 
while all that could sooth or gratify wits exag' 
gerated and dwelt upon. 

' From what a cobweh texture of factitious 
grievance have I Irced my Katheren !" said my 
aunt, embracing me ; " these are but the jealous 
flights of a cynical adorer ; leave him to me ; I 
> promise the repentance and renewed bomi^eof 
this 'Jvrioso;' one thing alone I feared, but bis 
.Jettcr is conclusive; TiOU7,at least, you are certainly 
rthe object of Blessingham's attachment. £\-a ac- 
companicd him from Florence, but that might 
iuive been accidental or compulsory ; he is gone 



QSO THE PSSmDCTIOV* 



into Germany with l^> William Motrmagtao^'^ unf 
explanatory letter shall follow him fdrtlMa[tlr;-«l«t 
us await here his reply^^ the queen receilros nmflw 
the bosom friend of Jier sister^ Bod ^pechoids ohttiiir 
adherence. Do not call me a Ti&dohary if I pvedici 
that . Momington will one dajTpw tsi her>ane^ 
glance, nay^ become her istaneb and preuxzehf^ 
vaUer^ Sleep, my child, think nothing impsawible 
that I prognosticate.'' She drew the cortaiii^iOif 
my bed, and left me* v.k ....,( i 

; .' -■/ '« -Mm. 
- I ■ * ■ '• ! .••«.•. 1 

The wime to the same.., . ,,, 

■ ' .' ■. ■ I*. } -I.- ■■ i»{ * 

All again looks bright, dear Baatrtoe; rthe 
future^ no longer viewed through a gtooipy-.tti^ 
dium, sparkles with rainbow dyes; imy ^wofk 
speaks confidently of Momingtoa's retisni. * Jbt 
fidell he shall aeknowledge the queen'9 ^Hipr^ 
macy, confess that she is gifted with. ^^ AQv^^^fm^ 
patience, courage, fortitude *^^ never was Soy^el^gQ 
nuMre called on for the exertion rof soi^ idrtnefs* 
Apian is laid for her dcliverancei but J scarcety 
dare anticipate the result of so momentous aaen- 
•terprize, and still less dare I be communioative at 
this awful crisis. 

You will think ipy poor Judith /orgotteo ; her 
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fete i» fitili <iiiYol^ed in mt^obseurify whioh I irouUI 
gi^e warkb .to unlurel | Yuiefik remaEms in Flo^ 
p«Qce^ .€olelyf for> th|e -parp^fe of contthuing/ Fft* 
search^ \mt!^ .as yet, not ^het£lightest glimmer- of 
ittxiceBfl ■• •• '«■ '• • ■ '■ -vt 

I' can noi^ prepare my volumifioafi pacsket^-^ 
what variety of ihcidoDt it will unfold I do not 
e^iswp^ 'Wa^^ tdt^ msB^n^ you the misery of my 
craspeofiPB; ■ ' ••»' 

I had scarcely affixed my name to my last de«* 
spatcb, when Pauline entered, with a perfumed 
billet; it was from the Duke of Orleans; the 
verbiage of exaggerated sentiment, diluted with 
the froth of gallantry. I tossed the note to Eva, 
who was folding the sheet for my envelope and 
continued my employment. " So, so," she cried ; 
*^ k feathered shaft from thai mercury.of immo- 
rality and treason; he wings himsetf and attri- 
bates id England, and humUy b^ oiiee more to 
bosk withtn^ the smishineof your smiles, to breaihe 
hiftWoat leaving yon^ to kiss your hand, and be 
ih6' beater of your wishes ! Yoa will Aot see him, 
Katliercn ; for the queen's sake, however, sweeten 
yotii^ disdain, and ^sootchthe snake,' by making 
Irim your messenger; send him this packet; it 
may pnyve a talisman to transmute to fealty his 
treaelieryi bewill forward your well filled folio 
to Ireland." 

^' You helird my aunt request I would commit 
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to her all letters which might "prove Akttgftar&aB if 
examined," I observed, *^tihe proinised 'W fattVii 
them conveyed throngfa the EngHdi umlmuaAdt^ 

<^ Provided they go safe, of what itti^etrlriiift^ 
the bearer be; remember, 'tis to serve the 'qtil^.'^ 

«< Pauline, then,'' I replied, <« shlJl tAkef the 
paeket to the Palais RoyaL** 

<< BonjV' said Eva, << is tnere fittiiig JbrUk&i 
employ." Her breath seemed suspended, as' Whh 
nerVous eagerness she enclosed the pftpera itiid 
sealed the envelope : the boy wa« BumnlmieiAy i^ 
celved her directions, and hAd just departed vHnU 
my aunt entered ; Eva's eyes spaikled with Mti^ 
golar satisfaction ; to thwart the Countess hk lliis 
J»etty matter seemed a triumph ! 

^ Your packet Kathohen, the Ambassadofe^ Se^ 
eretary is in my apartment." 

*^ Katheren would not cumber your Ladyship 
with so weighty a bulletin," said "EVa^'^^ ih^ 
Duke of Orleans has requested, and lisceii^ ii.^ 

<< And who adyised Lady Blessingtiam lib M 
inconsiderate a step r^ enquired my aunty watadjr; 

" I," was Eva's laconic rejrfy. u-i:.. 

^ Momington will ap^ve his wife's iielection 
of such an envoy," observed my aunt. ' •'- 

An electric tremor shot through my veina;'! 
was conscious of imprudence, and cast tiTeprom/elk* 
fnl glance at Eva; but her features still' ^^ore 
their triumphant expression. 
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*< Pcrfi^psi OH .his returp," resi^u^d my aijiDty 
pointedly, " your influence, Eva, may extend hiai 
prs]^y^pci^9 ;f^f)d stmap Iiim delega.te to tbp £arl of 
Bi^singham," 

I would have spoken, but Ev^ interrupted me ; 
f ^ jK^Hthi^r^n's heart .is not l^rge enough to contfdn 
two inmates, and were it pap^.ble pf being i|ii« 
pr?s<&pd by aoothei^ im^ge than her husband'sji its 
th^Ofh i^f bitter remor^ would breajc it. Mpr- 
Kington, Hoows thi«» well, apd will never censure 
a9 act of sip)p]e courtesy ; be fears h|s wif<^'fi| 
prvidenoes not bar pjrinciples; the errori^ pf Ifi^n^ 
zeal, her I4gb aspirings ; but that very vanity 
wbicb he cei^demns^ preserves her heartf" 

<^ And who has so clearly enligl^tenc^ Mi^ 
Vanesk upon ^y son's pfHqipns?" 

^^ Himself," said Eva, with deliberate einp)?iasis« 

The Countess' arched brow9 wer^ ^tiH m^ore 
elevated l^y haughty displeasure, but i^ ai^ instant 
they« saak to tibieir usual Ui^e pf beaiuty; sb^ 
stoopedf a^4 embraced ber prf!t%^« ^^ {^orgive 
me^ Eva, I bave been made petulajut by a,ppre* 
hension for my daughter." 

At this moment Pi^uline frntjered-r-^^ Aijtiwsieur 
Bronsard awaitft the Cpmatess in tbe eptre^ol;" 
my aunt h^tily left us. — ^^ The assuiped vame of 
that intrig^er, Acton," mi Ev^ s^ioinfiiljy. . 

^ He c(mm w private miisisiiop,". I pliiJS^Yed^ 
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«< and I beliette fa pluiieiptttoi^ in oikr ptt^i^^'iir 
escape.'' '■ " " "'• -'''■■ ■'■•^* 

<< Then will it foil,'' said Eva/ <' bMr F^dMiM 
the aUeged purport of Us Tkh ; thtiiT <lieM iii ifffl 
hope for the queen." -v' '*- ■>'*. 

I smfled at the deep rooted dislike ivWA (hia 
speech implied; Eva traversed 'ib0 WA^'iiMr 
apostrophizing, now soHlo^tliztng in the tn^ttVMh 
tone and half muttered sentences of sweffib^ In- 
dignation. I patiently awaited the mtSafngt^OA 
ferment; at length the words ^infiitnation^'-di^ 
dulity/ caught my attention. '< And who is 'eris- 
dulous? who is infatuated Eva?' said I. 

She looked at me fixedly ; ^ It ttmy be y6ti; iMr 
I, or the Queen, or Momington; determine' €bat 
point yourself Elatheren ; / dare not** ' ' 

** Momington, Eva, we must exdlude^' lor in 
your estimation, remember, he i«-fii«lt1wi !* 

<< Admirable Katheren, but not infallible j his 
prejudices are unconquerable, his irreirerdble opi- 
nion is, that elevated sentiment and strictntai*6f 
principle should be the inseparable concontitanttB 
of high birth and exalted station ; the' ferligfatitet 
dereliction from his fimtastic standard ofcliival ro oa 
excellence he designates a crime, unpardonable in 
patrician, for^veable in plebeian ; considering ob- 
liquity rather relative than positive, as if a patent 
of nobility were an segis against temptation, con- 



feniog, like our CathoUo Tiar% impeoc^Wl^y*'' 
Her words drew from me a sigh I fain would ,^Te 
#appre«sed;> Eva ooQtiiiued**T>^ When he heard 
you bad adopted the poatof Dame de compagm^ 
to the Queen - 
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'. I started.^v^^ A title^" I exclaimed, ^ oonfenred 
jby her Majesty in sporti and pidvately ! who could 
have been his informer^ and how could be foi:' a 
xnoment conf^eiye that, an English Countess covild 
pi^rmaneiitly oQoupy such a post? an accidental 
vacancy occasioned by the ^migration of Madawa 
de Polignao-T— " 

Eva int^rupted me.^*^^ Alaa Katheren! how 
many sighs do sometimes wait pn spiCNrt-*-but this 
is irrelevant ; I meant only you should understand 
that some treachery has been practised." 

^^ Yes,'^ I exclaimed, ^^ by that artful Claudio^ . 
my Italian page," 

A smile o£ incredulity curved Eva^a lipr 

^} Your prejudices Eyai are unconquerable as 
Momington's; but disoussion is useless.; I would 
reoiarjk on the other features of my h^sbaud'a 
cbaraciter ; thinlc you I «ball ever reach, his lofj^ 
standard ?-^0h I that I resembled ]3eatrici» !" . 

^^ Ypu: might not, thus, have bew so loyed by 
Momixigton-^^but Beaferioe— «he is then .f^ultlftas 
— ^she is — — ." Eva hesitated* 

^^ Beautiful without vanity, accmnplished with*- 
out arrogance, pious without superstition ; exem- 

L 5 
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plifying bj her conduct that in h^f is.tfie cmBiiM 
•f that divine inspiratieii so ap% ^amtiwigyittcl 
tharity; apply to Beatrice what touchativne jrcni 
please, ehe will be found withouttaUcgrJ".; .T«ai» 
sprang to my eye% as I paid the homage of. mfh- 
Verity to my sister's virtnes. . - 

<^ And — ^patient under affliction?'^ aaid. Xyb, 
thoughtfully. 

<^ Save in the suffering which a. self-wiUei 
aist^ caused her, thank Hea¥en shi^ B^¥fir .baa 
been tried I but you, Eva, the darling and auigle 
hope of a devoted parent, surely you also^hqrre 
hefu exempted from this test ?^ 

Eva's reproachful glance flashed frem- eyaa 
towimmiag in tears. — ^^ You foi^get, Ziady Ble»^ 
singham, my recent, my irreparable loss; a.loaa^ 
.too, accompanied by circumstances of spah ag^ 
gi*avated horror." 

I looked at her altered cheek ; her ibr» atte^ 
Buated, even to shadowy slightness ; mjf ferveat 
embrace spoke my penitence ; all refettenee t» the 
mystCjirious and aj^Uing scene in the loavem hmd 
hitherto, as if by mutual cons4Hit> been avoided, 
and I eagerly solicited pardon for my inoosii- 
derate remarks Eva sighed deeply* }* Katiberen," 
, dbe sfdd, ^^ I will be candid and conless, tlial I 
bave combated long, and till lately unavailia^y^ 
with Another sorrow, with a sentiment which from 
weak indulgence seemed amalgaioated with 
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ifitettce; t}ie firuition of eai*tfalf felicity &}ifpeare4 
Iti6#parality conneeted with the aocomfdifihment of 
vlmt, once, was legitimate and reasonaUe, what is 
now visionaiy and crimihal.^^Oh tyramiy of pae^ 
sion, how doth thy selfiah deipotifim ii^rivel eadi 
nohler feeling !" ' 

My (Juddering appreheneions rerived ; she 
continued : '^ The object of this exchisive devo-* 
tion left me; that was of little moment; my 
bounding spirit soon recovered its height; I eould 
dweH on his image, and picture his return ; futu^ 
rity glittered through the failncious perspective of 
romantic and illusive fancy : I waisr as satisfied dP 
bis reriprocating my attachment, as if it had fheen 
sworn. Tune passed ; he camie not-HStill was I 
secure. A trivial circumstance engendered doubt ; 
the uncurbed spirit cann€>t brook suspense, I wonld 
be satisfied — I was — Katheren ! pictm*e«ny heartfa 
deflation — ^ he was plighted to sUiother !'' A 
s%ht spasm distorted her sweet counten^i^ce ; I 
stood ^:«mbliiig, dLckening — <^ TreaeheroHS, heait* 
less !'' I msnrmared^ 

^ No^" isaid Eva, impressively, ^ my imi^loHitiflta 
fdofte was treacherous ; I had mistaken the ovevv 
flowti^ kindness of a bland and baoyknt Battt^e^ 
for prefinrence; aceiuttomed to adminntien^ -ita 
avowal in this instance I eoiisidei^ r^HrieM^d 
alone by a{q[>rehension and respect; he was pocri 
at least I thought «o*'^ -' 
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^^Poor!" I repeated*. Eva^itatedi^ h«r.'pal6 
face glowed with former beaiity-r^rllad abe^endeaf 
voiHired to mislead by i9o pidtryi an arftifio^S.Y'l 
turned fromber. Bapidjy pacing ibe^aiMMtmcait^ 
abe continued ; << I have started ioto^'tbewiMest 
caprice of levity^ whil^ my hi^art waabveaikHig; 
I thought in my own strength to tower. above stfaia 
epgr^ssing sentiment^ to say I have cMupiieneA^t-^I 
am free--my sleepless nightei^ my tumuhndns iind 
unavailing conflict shewed me the Yai|]|iy!<e£ aalf» 
confidence; Iprayed^.at first resentfal^.thenaulleDf 
at last repentant; Heaven heard me;, pasaite is 
controuled, but not subdued; I will pcaytagaiik^ 
ar>d yet again : I will -supf^cate for tbatideet>.hik*> 
mility, that true contrition wfai^sh alone^^oaji p^fw 
chase pardon." . . .. , .:.^ 

The very spirit of meekness and of; chastened 
hope shone in the countenance of this intereating 
creature as she clasped her hands and looleed 
upwards — could this be counterfeit? my. health re»> 
proach^d my reason ; but I had before witaumed 
such perfect imitation; one word would reaotvv 
the niystery, would terminate my hopes or feamt 
it was uttered — Eva bent forward^ took my lland, 
and looked searchingly in my half averted face; ^a 
sad smile stole over her features, she pronouneed 
a name which at once conveyed conviction of aui- 
f^ty. I fell at the feet of this heroic girl ; tears 
were the confession of my suspicion and my 
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ittt(»se;fQttber "explanation wad tmnec^sdaty^; no 
"pei^son, suve^ Mornington, bad ^ver sdspei^ted lihr 
attachment; not even Sinda; it mtist now B^d^ 

tiAoesi be a secret between Eva and myself. ' 

•'•We conversed freely; confidence erirfeafed oiit 
incterbourse^ at. length Eva, with a spark of Iter 
fortner humour, exclaimed— ■•* Here we are W» 
wilderxng reason by descanting on '^ne^vating te^ 
collections, on the illusions of imagitiation^, Whilifi 
riBal aJkid unparalleled distress requires the serious 
and vigorous e^^ertion of healthful jildgmenti'let 
us^ think, let us speak of the queen; thank Heaven! 
ihBt Janus-faced duke, who would eqiikli^^ 
that he alone may tyrannize, deptirts ; fancy ybtii''^ 
self' ICatheren, sharing the thtone of France witft 
this confederate of opposites, and combiner of (Mi* 
iradictions-^^this democratical dddpot." 
'• I rejoiced and lauded as this'ray of gaietjril- 
liunined the gloom which I had at length dkco^ 
vered originated in matter mere serious than' atf- 
oident or whim. ** Hush !" said my .companitm ; 
** an eaves dropper !" She flung bpen the door, litit 
the corridor was clear. ^^ It was fancy," said I. 

*< For once then,*' observed Eva, " fancy Wan 
material, and in her substance sneezed.'* ' '^ 

Her words were light, but her countenandier 
thoughtful; I smiled, and imparted t<) her'ihf 
suspicion of having been overheard when I c6ri<^ 
versed wiA the queen on the ttiemorable day df 
my visit to the theatre ; Eva's looks grew still 
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more serioofl ; << Tim corridor was exkiAiMA/^ I 
remoied; '^itWM unoccupied, furiH ^readtltt 4lo 
flftiiohief ensued, what can yon apprehend ?^' * - ' " 
<^ No mischief ensoed," repeated Bra^ ^ andfi^t 
Momington waa informed ijf that unhappy'i^iiil'triir 
the theatre, as it now appears, aInUwt in lihe^^^ry 
hMir it was planned P' ->ii;«i:^ 

I mused upon this circumstance?^ ^^ tlM*']ifagl4 
Eva, was then in the palace." .i.^i.^: 

^ And he was (he gnomei, doubtless, ^hb'fle^ 
through the air on this mission of malte^ b^atHIk 
ing, I 8U]^M)0e the wild goose Gansa, fbt »o ether 
animal, with or without wing, could th% poor 
child' command." She laughed sarcastieay^r* ^**Oti 
far soma atrial knight errant to waft «s oui* M^im^ 
from the lunar sphere ; but where is Ihkt e#tet^ 
vescence of frivolity, that type of frippery and 
fidse sentiment — ?' — ^ber tone sank fiiom'sprigfat^ 
liness to seriousness — <^ for Heaven's sake, Kft-^ 
theren, where is the Duke's note ?" ' - 

<^ Nay," said I, almost provoked by her cauae-^ 
less perplexity, ^^ if not in your possesion, it has 
c^rtaiiily been spirited away by youi' misohiev^oua 
sylph." Eva heedless of my ridicule contijmed 
her search in a tumult of anxiety ; every comer 
of the i^artment was examined, but the lallet waa 
gtmer-^We are summoned to the queen. 

Difficulties and treasons thicken ; the projected 
evasion of the royal family is postponed ; we warn 
again excited to the utmost limits of exertion, ta 
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0oimterapttbe springipg^ner^e^ of ibis hydra 
TjolutiQi). Lady Blessipgjiam smrpas^es all iQ eor 
thusiasm ; her wholq 8ouI. jseeoiB epgrosoed hy the 
qu^n'B distresses; Mornington ne^ier yet con- 
di^npxied mh^t bis .motbei? advocated. — ^Once mot^ 
X ^uA 0)y6elf ,. the sua round which revolve those 
satellites whose influence might neutralize tiie 
thiokeniag vapour of disloyalty; the versatile Mi- 
rabeau is almost won to our Httle plialanx, our 
fearful Eva sympathizes, but trembles, gazing 
with wonder at my bolder flights. — Oh ! sistei^^ 
could we but compass this deliverance ! 

§T. Cloud.— We have accompanied the royal 
family hither; some secret plot is agitated bgr 
Acton, who, with the Countess, is often admitted 
to her M^esty^s private cabinet ; insults and cla- 
ngour •enoirease; I write but by snatches; my 
aunt's mind seems in frightful agitation ; there 
must be some hidden cause for impatience and 
alarm, which at times border on delirium ; even 
tiil^ sympathy falls short of hers. 

Eva bag just received a letter from her fEUtber^ 
announcing his approach ; the tearful countenance 
with which she communicated intelligence that 
would once have been imparted with transport^ 
t<^ me. sufficiently that his enquiries concerning 
our poor lost ones had been fruitless. I dared not 
draw forth sensibility too powerful for her present 
weaknesspi by uselesa regrets; she lingered in my 
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apartment witk look. o( »«,u^ful ..^^ti,,^, 
wliile Pauline arrayed me i^ a ;i^plen,4ij^^ )ifU>it 
choaea by the Countess for my uppe^rance ai^^fn^ 
entertabment given by the. Sicilvui >qii^^ 
At last she fell into a jGit of musioigi^ ai^d^, a^, ^,H^ 
qansciously^ ejapulating, ^^ On the edge., otfof 
^byss who would awaken the s<Mnnan;ibulji|st?* 
She left me. 

t 

The same to the same* * ' " ' 

[iK CONTINUATION.] ;, ., ..j^ 

Beatrice, I am for ever parted froiii * tjdYd 
^lessingham ! his haaghty fiat hfus gone t6rthy 
and he proclaims it irrevocable. Yod'iitoM irtXh 
horror at this announcement of ydti'r sistei^'fate; 
you fancy her miserable and despairing^, relaftittg^ 
her abandonment with trembling ' h&iid, with 
throbbing pulse. — Be tranquil, Beatrice J' • • (hiis 
shaft, meant perhaps to destroy, falh intie^ModS^H^^ 
Disdain soon dries the tears which trickle ik> iAy 
burning cheek; I am nerved to meet this ttiighriy 
condemnation ; I will retort with bittei* i^even^e ; 
but how can the callous heart be wonndi^, thii 
feelings cumbered with the ice of' sel&8libtteik» 
— ^Read, sister, the imperious mandate, convieykd 
in a letter to the Countess. — ** You will not, 1/b^ 
danii, persist in advocating the cause of Katheren ; 
a more faithful, but less indulgent friend, ha^ cob** 
vieyed to me the records of her new career; I tarn 
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witp contempt' frbtii' the fliiiisy subterfuge wbldt 
\^ou1d pMalitsat^'tli^ errord of li vttin laitfd VitcUlatat)^ 
woinan ; ' vou wlddld ^rstiUde ttie to reistiino fi^tteri 
that' ioudd' me t6' capribej be fibtisfi^d Ma^ktnV 
Kathereii' » Uc^bte of firmbe^ ; I ha>ie pfihooA^ 
of her iDOonsideratidn and heat^lefiBne6B^ip^hieh I 
would riot, dVeri to you^ 66u!ittiunicat6 ; if lihe feigtt 
regret at this disunion, she is false; lihe nmy 

sophisticate and sentimentalize, but ." I 

would hear no more; the Countess endeavoured 
to detain me. 

:". Tell youf «on, Madam^" said I> firmjy, " ^at 
the .only, r^ord in my short annals which mj^ 
lieart dacply deplores is that which^ marks me. as 
hi9 ?^ife; by that title I. claim no indemnity front 
insult, buJt Jet him respect the daughter of Sir 
Philip Morningtonv' 

, And now Beatrice, be Lord Blessing^am.*4 
name banished from our fnture correspondeiice; 
I shall 80<»n become the heartless thing he d^sig* 
ivitesme. 

Eva tries every avenue of feeling, but I resist; 
she isiioQetssant in entreaty, but I am firm— Yes^ 
at length I am firm, and he shall acknowledge it— 
*< Que line from you, Katheren, only one line 
written by your own hand, will bring him to your 
feet, indeed it will."— Thus Eva importunes, with 
piteous expression.-^" What can he hfive written 
to induce such severity ?" she cn^u^res witl>, un- 
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oeariog repetition. Efery syllaUe of iba^b ew3s&rr 
ing commuBicatioD is written m my brain, bnt, 
•ave to you sister, it shall never be imparted; Sim 
is too partial a pleader^ even for this cKmax.ofi 
outrage she would discover somo plansibleex^o^e^ 
and compel me to endure the tumiiltof ' ji^npved 
flttctaation* 

Must my journal still be the honest tranaciipi^pf 
my feelings? Can I not even with my. pen dis- 
semble? But, my sister^ yon may nev^r read 
these papers; who can reckon on their: reaching 
you? To send them at this juncture, migbt com* 
promise the safety of the queen; all is. turbulence 
and anarchy, the simplest document is tortiur^ 
into pioof of treason to the state ; moparoby ia no 
longer considered its support, save by a ^w 
stanch, but I fear inefficient adherents. Yet io 
write to you is a relief^ in all circumstances^ — rA 
summons from my aunt by our Confesscn^ 

As I entered the ante-room to the Coiinteas^ 
apartment, Camilla hurriedly advanced to prerttnt 
my proceeding, at first alleging that her miatresa 
was engaged, and then that she had been attacked - 
with sudden indisposition; alarmed by the c<mtva«. 
dictory and confused account of this womao^ I 
hastily passed on to the inner chamber* Tb# 
Countess was kneeling within . an alcove which 
bad been arranged as a temporary oratory, but bar 
nnssHl was closed, the crucifix appeared to have 
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jdfirtrfiillen'fi'om berhands^ which were ontetretebed 
and* motiblilesi^, while her' eyes were fi:ted, in Ae^ 
glare of vaeuity tm an open letter that lay at her 
f^ti Sike breathed with efFort, and audibly; sud- 
denly, starting- from her kneeling posture, she* 
exclaimed-^^* Bound, bound by an imperishable 
ligament ! can no one, can nothing rend it? Is l»e 
impassive, charmed, impenetrable !" 

Terrified, I tittered a faint exclamation. 

*• Katheren !** she cried, " you here ! Camillar*-*-" 

<* Gould not preyent my entrance,^ I added, 
^^ speak-^Lord Blessingfaam !'' 

** He is well^ my child, retire, retire Katheren, 
leave m*." 

In a paroxysm of emotion, I exclaimed, ^^ YcSj^ 
Madam, I will leave you ; my resolution is made, 
I will return to Ireland, there alone shall I find 
that peace which forsook me when I left it; Eva 
has informed me that Sir Henry Moreland is^ in 
Psris; I will seek him out, I will return to Ireland." 

The Countess threw back her head; her features 
for an instant wore an expression of lofty soom, 
thM sank Itito the lewliBess of chastened rei%na^ 
tion, as she stooped, and lifted up the erncifix--^ 
^< It is well, it is tvell,'^ she said, <^ resentment ia 
repi^essed by this holy symbol; I wittnot be 
tempted to criminate her, I will be candid without 
naming my rival; Katheren, you shall oontnHl 
your short spc&n of affliction with misttry wbidb 
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nambenmore years than your exufatic^^'teatotir 
yoawbat it is to pine the prey of* i^^itd^'^ttfkt' 
consames the frame, withers the Inmt^ !aiid'^9* 
tarbs the reason? — to reckon oh relirfai^''fiilA'iCB' 
promise blasted? — ^repress your'mdrmtfrs Ka^Ui^fei^y 
at a transient rapture, which most itlevita'bjy tleff^ 
minate in reconciliation; contemplate those,' ibti^ 

r 

joined by the holiest, tenderest tiei^ 'wlmso'sM^ 
ration is eternal, yet the misery of tbiseVerlasbttg'^^ 
division is only felt by one.** ' ' ^ - -' -••» -^ 

I knelt before the altar, bnried my head tritMtt 
the pall, and strove to nerve myself against' '#6mv 
terrible eommonication. The Conntesd tiTiVefaed 
the apartment, as if collecting her povrerlb"^ 
the erins. * * 

** I cannot," she r^nmed, " I eahhot forte' nif 
mind into minute detail ; oh! grief » iilot giarrtt^ 
Ions; but once did. mine vent itself in' complaint^ 

and now ^," — she clasped her hands^' wildly-*-^ 

^ now the revealment of injuries miparalleled ihAf 
again rob me of forbearance. Katheren, like y6ta^ 
I loved, adored, married ; like you, too, but ^fh 
more certain cause, I doubted the faith of bim I 
worshipped ; stung by my keen and just reproadi, 
he fled— fled with the object of his unlicensed 
love! left me to hirelings, hiarpies, derils! tore 
finom me my son, my only child, my Momingtoii ! 
wrath at this double bereavement led me to de« 
«eption--«to the very vei^ of error. I drew back 
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iHi^ibaiul'ji 4^b— 4bei fetberpf my ^hild^r-child ! 
-r:If Jia4<^o£|hUd !-r^t wa9 beque^i4.tp i^uotber ! 
tp^;t|bue ;oare of r-rrT-, wtUe her sqq^ thie iUifcit 
9^^ngt ^f ^be man wl^o bad sworn to me tbe 
la¥j9 «be by ber ar^ ^urped'-^Aer scm wa^ gifted 
by Ws p^qured pareat with my boy^s right, wUb 
wi^lbhvtbat might havesatiBfiiid .her sordid spirit 
and hiia; i^fi^tuatipn-rrrbut DOrfreven tbainaUepi^ble 
domains of Blessingham wera committed, with my 
sop, . to the guardianship of this spumus.. repre- 
sentative of bis; honourable mother !" 
{ . iSobs choked her utterance ; a . sigh would have 
r^ieved me, but I could not breathe one*. The 
Countess resumed : ^^ At recital of this injustices 
1^ softer feelings were swallowed in the vortex of 
maddening indignation, yet I. feigned indifference, 
I. forced my features to es;pand vii%h smiles of 
careless gaiety, my tongue to borrow words of 
bUthf expression. Like you, my child, I. was 
p^oud, resentful and forsaken 1 You can , pity 
errors Jbitp which deep feeling may betray the 
galled and goaded spirits. To deaden Anguish I 
flew to dissipation ; my fortune became the prey 
pf the fraudful and designing; I had no frien4 
,to stay my wild career, bnt I had adulators, a4* 
mirers, worshipper^, :and I w^ ^qarcely twenty I 
flatteiy soothed my wounded pridis, Jbpt my h^t 
w^ closed I that ^b^o^bing passion, ; yvhfm MtPl^k 
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mate expansion was MighteA hf dinipfiimAmtntj 
I eonld never feel for BmoAex^imiiirs'^tni^gOtombh. 
fessMxi} KatlwreD, from;. #»» m^. \jn9mih9tpt9t 4ilmt 
insult, desertioDy nor this aggrsgale of » Qut aa g e^ 
eould reot from my 4MNd its first iUjfdrimljiiaKttiali^ 
ment* At length an im|pertial. tsilnniaLfraMmdi 
to me, my child ; but bis affeotionp nereniMOMl 
from his mother* Katheren^ Ahisrisjnnsp; htAtfOh 
fiituated the sensitire mindof Mimrimgt^A^ihur 
impress was on his heart, m 'On'h»Mmf^mg*i^ 
what avail was the decision of ;my.countigr^iiibi|ih 
stamped my raral with the marfc- she>mi<iated^ 
My child, my darling, lived- but isln? hcrtifaffafcgajfc 
and pined and drooped, loaihing a msthAris Irinamil 
stubborn to her tears. ^Disokayed^' hear t m^mkm ^ 
I -questioned' the justice of Omnipotennei Jrfiitffj 
triumphant in such strange delusion,. iseeuMdito 
laugh at truth. — ^Again I Sought the oUiTious-nn- 
tidote of dissipation, all that I had ever loved wni 
linked by some fatal filament to my bitter lipia; 

even yon Katheren /' I uttered m half sfaridp 

The Countess stopped abruptly, bat <aftera 
ment's pause resumed, ^^My boy siokened; 
life was despaired of; frantic I knelt bssido. bitn, 
and vowed to forfeit all a mother's ekum, for hia 
recovery; I would take him to my insatiate- rivai, 
fall at her feet, and supplicate her to save my 
child ; he revived ; with gloomy firmness I pre- 
pared to keep my promise; his mother's agony 



won vpoii iny idariiflg ^imme^^fae ^knd Jihited at 

mtli {«^>e<^Mii»jfmizy I pmirki fevth ibt peift»^ 
iKnvora of my (fiihid* HPhe viedoqueiice of pftmini 
«tiidh8i&c^rhy prevmilddJ ' Ih^idm tbat nottedk life 
laid faof)^ <wdre Matrtediin^iffiy «oii^ Ae wotUfs 
%iiBftt»fyii>g plemsuroB ^r«rd fturBaken, my heait 
reposed upon its 'tiewfeuiid>fcli885 and' osrled' fer 
nctagfat Jbeyond. ^But a1» i ^JYuinoad Tmre ^tiie 
^oonsequM^es of my culpdble n(^%enee| my 
iig^te were treadi^rous, my dependants &itldedi, 
t^ afliiirs in almost inextrieablemvohnmeiit.) :4 
iNMikraptcy which tswailowed irp the aoeumnla- 
'tfoiiirof mylson's miinorUy, roused me firom «ii^ 
innMeee ; fearful of lostug; the influence ao fondly 
rained, so- lately iwon, I ebrunh: from 4Donfe88tn|^ 
my knprudenoe— ^fetal, ; fetal eonoeatment ! 
i-'- << At tUis period Mn Vanesik arrived at Florence;, 
i had known him formerly; Eva's youth, beauty,' 
and apparent simplieity, won upon my pity ; I.be- 
eatmeher palax>ne86, and, gradimlly aofteniag to 
the TOtee of frlendirfiip, I coauaunioated my pei^ 
plexittos to her parenl. It *requirad but a fraettoti 
of hi» immense (Wealth in exitrieate me feom «11 
embarrai^sment; with blind credality I fiigned 
papers which he pretended taound me to nothing 
sttA^e pecuniary obKg&tion, "too trifling to need in- 
vestigation. 
^ Fancy tay horror, Kathereu) oxk diaooveriag Uiat 
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I had sabseribed a solemn compaet to become (be 
wife of this insidious man, under penalty of «a 
immense forfeiture ! loathing his person, detesting 
the hypocrky I dared not UBmadc, with ooojagia 
affections buried, solicitous alone for MomingtoD» 
picture my despair at this entanglement ! — ^The 
monstrous sacrifice was long averted, at length it 
became peremptory, and for your sakes, my chil- 
dren, it should be made. At this crisis chance 
threw in my way the Chevalier Acton ; he had 
been the chosen friend of my husband, and forth 
most in advocating the cause of his unfortonate 
widow. My intimacy with the Queen of NiqpleR 
warranted my appeal to her minister; widi his 
royal mistress, Acton resented, deeply, the deceit 
which had been practised, but Vanesk was poiref^ 
ful, his tale most plausible, and I had only the 
plea of credulity and inexperience. I fled hither^ 
hoping to win another protector in Marie Antoi- 
nette. Had the escape we meditated — so wisely 
planned, so madly postponed — ^been effected^ I 
might, surrounded by powerful supporters, have 
baffled my persecutor, until by n^otiation with 
Naples I should have been enabled to liquidate my 
fatal bond. — Oh ! Katberen ! more than life de« 
pends on its annulment ; reason totters, judgm—t 
is neutralized by horror, my shuddering dliqpMi^ 
encreases ; rather would I crawl the veriest wij 
he tramples on, than become the wife of Yci 
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and he is Iiere !" She caught up the letter and 
crushed it. 

<-■ Beatnce, I bad no pity to bestow on woes 
Which I acknowledge unparalleled; my feelings 
slieined fettered. — 1 had scarcely attended to the 
latter part of this extraordinary narrative; 
itarlling coincidences, mysterious allusions, and 
atubborn facts, all arose to divert me frona com- 
trdaeration; — when reason presented the solution 
if the enigma, with wild impetuosity I repelled 
tte suggestion. — It was impossible ! to inculpate 
hcT) was to inculpate virtue ! holiness ! — could I 
tombine her name with infamy? — could I, by 
^uesHon, imply that my confidence in her purity 
#avered? — never ! — And yet to bear this shooting 
llirob of suBpicion. — Suspicion ! has my pen traced 
this word ? — ^No ! my mind's intense agony stamps 
en each object of physical perception the image of 
its disturbed and fevered wanderings, Edward 
Jermyn, the affianced husband of my sister, — the 
anacknowledged brother of Lord Blessingham, — 

the illegitimate offspring of . No, no, no — my 

Beatrice to become his bride ! to be linked to dis- 
grace ! then is virtue mockery, integrity a bubble. 
—What have I written ? — unhappy self- tor men tor! 
ean my fancy teem only with tlie monstrous. — 
^^ Pardon, pardon, mother, guardian, pardon ! 
^L • I cannot deep; why should the name of this 
^^Btl9 iother'e rights be eo carefully con- 

I 
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eesled? — ^Reflection is Annihilated^^ pertoribslioil' 
and an:dety involye tboi^ht in m iOhaos "mtrmaUe 
condomons no Boorie^ fonttedthm^digpcia M ii i i j / 
im»f feM^i;^; whaloertainity eanibeiwoni^tlM^ 
this anarchy of doubt?' -''' - 'J i. Mt. : 

■." ■•■ -'S : t.f ♦ 



-•,#■.. 



••*»' ': 



Virtue is then an illusion^ idl will .be fi>u^cl. 
false and treacherous^ for she iafrail^and pmijjjtjf . 
has lost its stamp I — ^who may henoeftrth Uiuat jitf^. 
semblance? — ^the surreptitioiis impress loolie4>W 
genuine, so persuasive ! Oh ! 1 would still ol^vig 
to the Gounterfeitt cheat ntyself^ tiiCi wforld,.,^!},. 
*all, but you, my aster, — your sacrifice mu8t>np]lfi)f^ 
consummated, — ally yourself to the namelef^ Mnd 
dishonored? — If so I follow the fort unesof theQueen 
to CoblentaE — ^to Vienna, — it matters not, — every 
cherished tie is broken^ all that I before thought 
sacred seems now the juggle of imbecile pliancy, 
— ^My aunt has been explicit, that aunt whose 
name was given by our mother to her first-born, 
in proof that she resented and deplored the 
cruelty practised towards her blameless sister — 
blameless until outraged by most aggravated bar* 
barity. — Guilt, yes, guilt itself, might have found 
fair apology in the irritation induced by such 
complicated injury! — ^^^-^ I been thus insulted, 
would I have been srate? her wrongs 
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justify her errors. We alone, Beatrice, were ig- 
norant of circumstftiices so disgraceful. In France, 
in Italy, the tale is bahbled by the very vulgar ; 
even the menials of our household will narrate the 

flight of Lord Blcssingham with . 

I threw away my pen ; I could not write that 
name; a mild, pale, tearful countenance, beaming 
sadness and reproach, met the conscious glance I 
cast around ; I close my eyes against the meek 
reprover; still, still she looks into my very soul 
and asks, " Where is the place I lield in Ka- 
tlieren's heart ? my child condemns, reviles me." 
Beatrice, say that she is spotless, that some syren 
in her similitude cheated the world, jealoas of her 
perfection. I will be credulous, indeed I will, 
Oh tell your tale with such a show of plausibility 
I that I may give it faith ! 



LETTER XXIV. 

[To Miss Momington.] 



The deepest treachery is practised against the 
1 Countess Katheren ; she is under the complete do- 
F minion of a woman whose intrigues I cannot de- 
1 Velupc, neither can I denounce this person openly, 
I ibr she enthralls all within her influence by a net- 
work as complicated as is her subtle and s 
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fiU poliey. Tbe endoaed pipera, deiiiBei iij 
theren for Ireland, I haTe rttcw e d fivat the 
of those agents who would fhutnte ike 
the honest and tlie zealoos. Be p roa i p l in veaolve, 
and in execution; erery boor widens d 
between Lord Biessingfaam and his w^; it; »-t9 
by malignant misrepresratation, beea me irrepA- 
rable. Katheren has aeoompanied the Qaeen in 
her flight to Brussels, but I hare reaaoitt, fearfnlly 
eonelosire, for aflirming, that ere tbej reaA the 
frontier, the royal family will be arrested. Their 
escape has been rendered too doobtliil bjr lan- 
prudence and procrastination ; a tfemAexmm at- 
tendant of the Queen has denounced her misiicwsy 
and revealed the plot to the assembly; D ar iMi ? e 
and Petion, with a troop of national gaarda, are 
already in pursuit ; nothing but promptitade and 
firmness can preserve the fugitives, and alas ! the 
principal of the party has- every virtue, but de- 
cision ! — if he waver, all is lost ! Should the 
Queen be reconducted to the Thuilleries, the 
young Countess will attend her. — The situation 
of Katheren is so critical, that were I addressing 
any other than Miss Mornington in her behalf, I 
should despair; a tie stronger than friendship pre- 
vented my accompanying the fugitives; if the 
escape be effected, we join them at Brussels, bat 
Katheren is so beset that it is difficult to deter- 
mine where shis can be secure* 
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. The public papers will inform you of the event, 
end the enclosed will satisfy ;yoa as to the indis* 
pensalde necessity of exertion in the cause of your 
sbter. Let no one pronounce upon the errors of 
Katheren, who has not, like her, been tempted by 
arts more wily than those of the first deceiver. 

The Italian boy to whom I intrust this packet, 
is tried and &ithful ; he will evidence to the 
frauds practised on the noble nature of the young 
Countess ; it is most fortunate that his new pro- 
tector departs to-day for Ireland, and guarantees 
the safe conduct of poor Claudio ; whilst I incite 
to diligence, I would also exhort to caution ; be- 
ware how you rouse to vigilance the slumbering 
adder ! 



LETTER XXV. 



[Edward Jermyn to Mrs, Jermyn.] 

Presburgh. 

I HAVE traced Momington through Germany to 
this pkce, where I arrived a few hours since. 
We are now inhabitants of the same hotel, but I 
have not as yet seen him. 

My dear mother, for the first time I doubt the 
completeness of that change opiated by the ^x<*. 
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ertions of four long yean, and indneed ligr tlie 
pronuM of a reward 00 ricby ao anrpaano^ j ex* 
oelleiit, that I dare not claim it by m leaa aaerifiee 
than that of every intemperate^ every impeCumia 
and stubborn feeling. I mnat then meet with 
preparation a trial which, elae, m^t mwaken the 
riombering paaaions of my early year% whoee 
stormy ebollition might sweep before it thoee 
aentimentB of moderation and eqoanimi^ into 
which I hope my yonthfnl extravagancies have 
nearly merged. May the image of Beatrice teadli 
me to repress irritation, give me calmness to meet 
with firmness and rebut with dignity, asperrions 
which, once, would have armed me against a bro- 
ther's life. But I am unjust to MomingUm ; his 
nature is too noble to provoke. In our former 
memorable interview I alone burst into acrinumy 
and unpitying taunt. My generous brother ! I 
will redeem my error, and compensate thy noble 
forbearance by most a»idiiou8 friendship, by to- 
dying efibrts to win for thee felicity equal to my 
own! — Still we must be circumspect; Momington 
is proud, and will not brook even a brother's pity; 
we must cheat him into happIneM^ by sduagswrn a 
boon, that which we mean to convert to his «a« 
preme and lasting bliss. His presence at my 
nuptials shall be requested with the hmoble im* 
portonity of a selfish pleader; once within our 
hallowed domestic penetralia, his heart will again 
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expand into generous forgiveness of errors wliich 
he now views through the sophisticated medium 
of faUe reAnemeiit. Alas ! ivhy am I withheld 
from exclaiming — " Katherea has no power of 
volition, she is moved by the will of lier insidious 
ad^'iser." — Why cannot I awaken him to the 
cunning that warps the mind of tlie young Coim- 
tess ? surely that woman, so successful in her 
multiform artifice, mnet be gifted with tran- 
eeeudent sagacity ! Abhorreuee is too mild a 
term for what I feel when her idea thrusts itself 
Upon me. Even my Beatrice cannot reprove the 
indignation elicited by such obliquity. 



I 



I have seen him, or rather, I have seen the 
wreclt of the once lofty Earl of Blessingham ! I 
entered, unannounced, the apartment in which 
his servant told me he sat alone ; his arms rested 
on a table, supporting a head which, when lifted, 
presented anything but the image that memory 
associated with my brother. The unearthly bril- 
liancy of his large dark eyes was even more ap- 
palling than the hectic which consumed the fallen 
cheek. I grasped his extended liand ; it burned 

th parching fever ; he arose ; I looked at the 
emaciated figure, speechless from grief. " I am 
better, much better Edward," he said, forcing a 
cffiile, " almost c|iiite well; my physician has pre- 
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scribed npid motion to diyert, or rather to conn* 
teract" He stopped ; there wm no need of ex- 
]daiuition« — ^MerciM Pktmdence ! would she de- 
stroy her own child ! 

^ My dear mother,*' he resumed, << will soon 
be with me ; was it she, Edward, who bespoke 
yonr attention for her poor invalid ? I know she 
is fettered by another tie, to whidi die adheres 
with exalted firmness, bat I have clear ibrebodii^ 
that her guardianship there will soon become 
fiitile-" 

The devout a8{Hration *' so be it," arose to my 
lips, which I firmly compressed to prevent the 
enunciation of my prayer, and, after a moment, I 
cddly observed, that circumstanced as were the 
Countess Dowager and myself, it was scarcely 
poesiUe that any communication could exist be- 



^ And ]fet she loves you, Edward,** said Mor- 
lUi^ton, ** and has often joined me in lamenting 
oar alienation.*' 

^ Let it then firom this hour cease^** I ezdaim- 
cd ; ^ Moiniiigton, since we parted my propitioas 
star has had aseendency; you behold an altered 
fMfi ; no longer governed by turbulent dedre €f 
worldly j^ggrandiaement^ I have blunted the &Dg 
of temporal dSsifipointmentB, by fixing my hopes 
on loftier and more dnaUe advantage — I come to 
offer conciliation on ; " widit io n, oMroon 
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«f the past, at least in outward seeming. Let 
each preserve his persuasion, or his prejudice ; let 
nearest kindred no longer be dissevered ; ^ve to 
my Beatrioe a sister, to me a brother ; let us unite, 
one heart ! one home ! speak Mornington ; will 
you give us joy by witnessing our nuptials?'' 

His lip quivered ; he covered his face, and fil- 
tered—" Katheren !" 

^^ Her guardian,'' I exclaimed, quickly, " Sir 
Charles Egerton, and our friend Geoige Elwin, 
are already on their route to Paris, to conduct the 
Countess to Dunane Castle." 

^^ Will she grant her guardian the obedience 
she refused her husband? Will she quit the 
court at his remonstrance, when she was obdurate 
to mine ?" 

I bit my lip— could I vindicate the wife without 
revealing the mother's turpitude? was there no 
honourable method of evasion ? With a person 
whose acute sensibility makes him keenly alive to 
all the affections of humanity, it was most expe-, 
dient to be cautious. Mornington raised his head,, 
and fixed on me a look which plainly said, <<Have 
I su^ested a contingency that may baffle your 
arrangement ?' 

*' My life," I cried, warmly, <^ on Katheren's 
acquiescence, and my warranty upon her excul- 
pation, at least from the imputation of despisiiig 
your authority," 

M 5 
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<< On Hm ffaen, so point blank amannee, I pin 
my &ith/' said Momin|;tbii, widli an imsMdnlooa 
tniile ; << but there is one^ as yetuilnotioed in your 
covenant, without whom no oonoord can be har- 
monytome — my mother!" '* 

I started; the seeood admission of Beatrice 
Soreaao beneath the roof of Dnnane seemed so 
monstrous an anomaly, that I stared as if be 
bad suggested some extravagant faypbtheeis ; 
Ihe beetle spot of fever was lost' in the 
erimson wUeh covered- the whole countenance of 
Momington. 

** Subscribe to an amicable compact which 
would exclude my mother/' he exclaimed, vehe- 
mently ; ^< Sity where my father's wife is not ad- 
mitted, my Other's first bom eon will nerrer 
enter !* 

There was something in this speech which 
struck the long slumbering chord of jealoue dia- 
tinction ; I was roused; my looks expressed in* 
dignant denial; Momington's momentary flush 
subsided) he devated his figure to that calm gran- 
deur which proudly prepares to meet defiaMe 
with unblenchittg fhrmness — ^there was a pause* 
The tumult of jarring passions had not yet'riiaped 
itself into utterance^ the stinging truths which 
wanted but language Ur convey thein, thronged to 
my brain — a word and we were separated for 
ever I — ^it was ^n; my better sense pt^ 
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v»i1ed. — What bad a minister of the gospel to do 
with worldly reseutiaents ! 

My ti:ansient weakness made me humbly di^ 
trustful ; perhaps in the overflowing of my com- 
punction I promised too much — amaeety to that 
dreaded individual, if it be within the scope of her 
wishes — aud even a reception at the castle, should 
such satisfaction be insisted ou — but reassure 
yourself, dear mother, and satisfy Miss St. Elmour 
that the Countess will never claim the fulfilment 
of such a concession. Remember those passages 
in Katheren's journal wliich mention this woman's 
aversion to the scene of her early and mysterious 
intrigues ; at worst her example can have no con- 
tagion for Beatrice, and your influence will coun- 
teract its operation upon Katheren. Can we 
venture too much to save these noble victims of 
artifice? my generous motlier will pardon her son 
his ODConditional acquiescence. 



:'How wtHiderful that the Earl's gifted mind can 
(eel pleasure in the society of a grovelling parasite ! 
Sir William Momington is the travelling com- 
panion chosen by my brother. This man wears 
an habitual smile of fawning servility, which, once, 
would have provoked me to tlie open avowal of 
disgust. I am persuaded be is, in secret, the co- 
adjutor of Lady Blessiugham, and aids the stra- 



S52 THE PREDICTION. 

tagems of ber Medicean policy. — At times marring^ 
the borrowed leer whicb masks bis pliant feature^ 
tbe venom of bis spite exbales in some low sar- 
casm ; the obsenmig find no difficulty in following 
his allusion to the beautiful young Countess. — 
Momington is too much absorbed by the new 
turn which, thank Heaven ! his thoughts have 
taken, to heed this malice, and when my eye 
flashes resentment, the dastard shrinks within his 
covert of grinning complaisance, leaving manhood 
to wonder at the weakness which suggested the 
degrading purpose of chastising such a reptile.— 
And this man possesses the domain of my 
ancestors ! 

Momington has written to his mother, and 
would await her reply. To excuse my eagerness 
for proceeding without delay to Ireland, I urge 
the impetuosity of a lover's wishes, for I would, if 
possible, prevent all intercourse with the Countess^ 
until our arrival there. The lynx eyes of his de- 
signing companion seem furtively to scrutinize 
the measure of my influence with the Earl — a 
plausible pretext is discovered in the debility of 
Momington, for postponing our journey, Sir 
William now professing his want of faith in the 
effects of that excitement produced by whirlings 
A*om place to place, to which he had encouraged 
my poor brother when such rapid motion was 
bearing him fror* ' ' Mends. This man allegea 
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that the Countess Dowager had promised to join 
them at Presburgh, and proceed with them to . 
Greece, but it is impossible to penetrate that 
subtlety which is the warp and woof of her 
nature. 



Firmness has at lengh overcome trick and sub* 
terfuge; we commence our journey to-morrow. 
Mdrnington has consented to give Beatrice at the 
altar, and determines to be guided in his subse-^ 
quent conduct by circumstances* My dear mo- 
ther, you must prepare to witness a mournful 
change in this object of our joint solicitude ; let us 
encourage the hope which whispers that our 
efforts are not too late ! His pulse is moderated^ 
his eyes no longer glare with unnatural fire; 
should my wishes alone have produced this con^ 
fidence in his recovery, how trying will be the 
disappointment ! 

LETTER XXVL 

[Beatrice Mon^ington, to Katberen> Countess of 

Blessinghain.} 

(Committed to the care of Mr, Elwin.) 

Dunane Castle. 
How is my spirit crushed and humbled^ my 
hopes withered, my confidence destroyed ! Ka- 
theren, my sister^ on whose constancy I reposed 
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with £Mid and fervent truet,Katfaere»-lia8 dUIen ! 
her fiuth, her feelings changed, her very langnape 
despoiled of ite beautiful nmplfek]r!i MoDlI|8.of 
painful suspenae were forgotten tat «igbt of ithoee 
beloved, long wished fmr character^; .^oyfaJly 
would I now exchange for doubt, jtUs certi^tgr I 
How cAen have I stolen;. from tender fnfSid%i4o 
sit beside the silent waters and to think of you^ ft# 
picture your return, your raptunHMiwdoaiQ^^^I 
almoet heard the bounding step;' I aksosBtiSi^w^lh^ 
beaming eye which spoke full and j^grfnl frtwuriifMfr 
of fidelity ! . my heart sweUed, my cheek glowfl^hi 
with the anticipated triumph iof such a Eewsioiinl 
fimcy never imaged: you ungrateful, : api^atate^ 
fickle ! — ^in defiance of a husband's adowmitioittQol^ 
tinuing to reside where all the finec susosptiUlitiea 
of your najture are absorbed by preposteromi davi^ 
ti6n to a cause which you cannot pronH>te^4vetfi 
by such onful and stubborn adherence. .»><.. 
Were it not to awaken and to save, I could not 
be harsh to Katheren, though she could wring faer 
sister's heart with epithets which once she would 
have Unshed to utter, and associate them» in idea^ 
with the upright, the exalted ! Yes KaHieren I I 
am betrothed to that Edward whom you designate 
as nameless and dishonoured ! I shall soon ba 
the daughter of the calumniated Miriam Mow 
inngton; and think you sister,! would excl 
her for your proud' and subtle Ckiuntess ? > 
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Contented once to glide tlirougli life with no 
human elation save what arose from your tri- 
umphant and uuBpotted course, ala« ! how Utterly 
I now regret your teni[K>ral aggrandizement. 

Is it Katherea who urges the exasperation of a 
haughty spirit, under a eeitse of injury, as exte- 
nuation for guilt ? — le it Xatheren who professes 
her contempt for Christianity, by confessihg her 
fears that similar cause may induce in her similar 
consequences? — Is it Xatheren who, proudly re- 
bellious, continues in a situation which severs her 
from ties that form the wife's palladium, and ar- 
rogantly boasts her own sufficiency to win the 
world's applause and suifrage, unsupported? — 
Find happiness in notoriety ! as soon may you 
give a lasting tint with dust from the wing of the 
gilded butterfly, or snatch the sunbeam (juivering 
in the rippling stream. My sister, my poor sister ! I 
will retort the words of artiiice, and affirm, more 
truly, that you, indeed, are under strange delusion. 
Surely Kathcren, our repeated warnings were 
too palpable to be misconstrued, or considered as ■ 
the juggle of a fervid imagination. Have you uol 
been wilfully credulous ? did your understanding 
^m sleep through that last extravagant scene, which 
^H enriches and consummates the grand drama of 
^H hypocrisy? could you listen and credit the garbled 
^H and varnished tale of events which — without de« 
^H tection of its glaring falsehood — could net b« 

L L 
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Otherwise than briefly narrated ? to cover eondiict 
which, even to glance at, might ahame the dieek 
of innocence, she spins a web so coarse and flimsjr, 
that even dulness might detect its inadequacy to 
yeil her guilt — ^An English Countess, mother to a 
nobleman whose revenues are princely, forced by 
pecuniary obligation to unite herself with an 
alien! absurd! a marvel even for childhood or 
•weak facility. — The fulfilment of a compact which 
stipulated as forfeiture the excision of a poand of 
flesh, might with as much show of justice have 
been demanded ! The subtlety of her prevari- 
cation abandoned her in this. Those masks and 
interiudes so virell performed during her shifting 
scenes of contrivance, might have taught more 
specious invention. 

I will not unravel the minuter threads in this 
monstrous tissue of misrepresentation. Your own 
heart, Katheren, shall exculpate that sainted being 
vHbo smoothed the couch that cradled your infant 
form, and watched you with all a mother's care, 
without a mother's hope, a mother's joy. Even 
in the fond intensity of maternal affection there is 
selfishness* The parent beholds in her babe the 
being who will transmit b^ name, her honors;, 
who will realize, perhaps, some dazzling dream 
of proud ambition — ^it is her child, part of her- 
self in whom she hopes to live again the un- 
clouded days of frci' \ firom iR^om ia 
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the otherwise lonely decrepitude of age, she anti- 
cipates a return for the fondness lavislied on its 
helpless infancy. — But our protectreas, Katheren, 
was uninfluenced, save by the liigh and holy 
dictates of unwavering int^rity.— Her love for us 
was pure, her devotion to tlie conEcieutious dis- 
charge of a trust reposed in her by a beloved 
brother, ivas heroic, because it induced the relin- 
quishment of the only comfort that could have 
cheered the gloomy path into which she was 
forced by the most daring, the most amazing, and 
alas ! most successful malignity ! She indeed has 
borne meekly ' the slings and arrows ' of adversity. 
I am perfectly acquainted with the history of lier 
misfortunes; to narrate it would be to deprive you 
of the single reparation in your power; I will 
only ask, could the most profound hypocrisy have 
feigned for scienteen years (snch is yonr experi- 
ence of her ^^^tues) forbearance, meekness, pati- 
ence, charity? those lovely and peculiar graces of 
Christianity ? 

Katheren I would mn you by arguments sim- 
ple and unvarnished ; truth delights not in splen- 
did paradoxes; it shrinks from the tui^d elo- 
quence of fulseliood. — Conti-ast the pursuits, the 
sentiments, the conduct, the language of your 
father's and your mother's sisters; recall that fond 
and filial reverence with which you once looked 
upon our guardian ; remember the cloudless tenor 




258 THB PAEDICTIOK. 

of your former happy life, when mind was the pa- 
radise of thought, and reflection but encreased the 
brilliancy of your beaming, joyous countenance, 
when your slumbers were calm as though g^uarded 
by a seraph's wing, and your heart throbbed with 
the ecstacy of unalloyed satisfaction. How often 
have I gazed on you, my sister, reposing in the 
serenity of guileless security — smiling 'mid the 
peaceful dreams by which fancy lured you into 
visionary existence, not more glowing, more de- 
lightful than the sweet reality of your wakilig 
moments ! Then, as the hour of morning, prayer 
approached, I would softly whisper, <^ Awake, 
awake, my Katheren !" But now !— I cam^ot 
comment on the painful contrast — ^remember your 
promise ; — come back to us — ^at the touch of truth 
the swelling words of plausibility will sink into 
nothingness, the tribulation consequent on error 
will cease, and the day star will once more arise 
in your heart 

Oh ! Katheren, would that my voice could 
reach you, would it could startle with the trum- 
pet's sound ! — ^would that I could speak convic- 
tion with an angel's tongue ! that I could combine 
^n^gy^ persua8ion5 eloquence, to win you to our 
quiet home, our steady love, our true and honest 
cause— «wake, awake, my ELathereu ! 
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[George Elwin to Dr. Elwin.J 

Paris. 
Behold us, ' friends, countrymen and lovers!' 
Behold the true Paladins, Egerton and Elwin, in 
this emporium of frivolity, this focus of hetero- 
geneous matter, of fickletieBs, licentiousness, fury 
and fun, of extravagant loyalty and mad demo- 
cracy, " while that the culler rusts that should 
deracinate such savagery." The nation ! — the 
great nation ! a neat of pismires converted into 
boruets. If Rome profound alchymist continue 
the transmutation, in time there is possibility of 
these animalculse reaching the human standard ; 
but vainly they protnberate their meagre sides, as 
is fabled of the animal they feed upon, they never 
can attain the dignity or diraeneion of a Briton ! 
Sir Charles extols their vivacity, wit, eloquence, 
^H and generosity. — All puff, meant to provoke — 
^H their vivacity ! the mere effluvia of impertinence 
^H — their eloquence ! the flatulency of passion — and 
^H their generosity I an electric sputter, the sparks of 
^^t which fly as accident determines. Wit indeed ! 
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they bespatter you with the small shot of senti- 
ment, from tlie petronel of false philosophy, and 
blow you up with the powder of pedantry : the 
animals are shrewd, I confess ; when you think 
them fairly run down by logical argument, they 
upset your dialectics by the nervous wriggle of 
irresistible grimace, lure you from your vantage 
ground by syllogism, trip up your heels with a 
quibble, and lay you flat by the simple application 
of a pertinent retort. 

Fancy a fellow haranguing in their forum, with 
murky visage, Brutus head and throat, sans che^ 
mi$e, and almost sans culoUeSj denominating bimF> 
self the representative of the Majesty of the peo- 
jde I burning and bursting with the importance of 
his self-conferred sovereignty, and oonduding a 
pompous philippic, which strikes at all that the 
sane consider rational, with some such epig^m 
as this:— 

" Should vice expect to 'scape rebnke, 
" Because its owner is a Duke ?" 

That ambition which was once confined to the 
fadmaes of fashionable foppery, is now veering to 
treason, stratagem and regicide. The king is in- 
capable of managing this bulky vessel of the state, 
which will not obey the helm, and is fast drifting 
on a lee shore — ^poor man ! had he in his recent 
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isfuize but steered a bold course, he might now 
have been hugging, with happy humility, the perf- 
fumed slipper of the Pope. The effervescence of 
intoxication at the arrest of the royal family, is 
subsiding, or rather the fumes of vanity are now 
educed by the frippery of a puppet--show consti- 
tution. This farce is to be enacted on the field of 
the federation, and to be sanctified by the prayers 
of the renegade priesthood, while the noncon- 
formists, joined by poor Capet, have, with natiaMil 
consistency^ agreed to commemorate an event they 
scrupled not to denounce as sacrilegious, by cele- 
brating grand mass at the royal chapel. This we 
mean to attend, for there only, thanks to the 
strict surveillance of the constitutionalists, can we 
now behold the Queen and her court. 

The demeanour and address of Sir Charles 
Egerton carry that imposing consequence which, 
aided by his advantages of rank and riches, gives 
to its possessor a certain eclat ; with the reflex of 
this, I, his humble satellite, content me, gliding 
obscurely in his track, yet gleaning from the 
liarvest of his popularity. 

Methinks I hear my anxious sisters say, ^' this 
carping critic decries French frippery, yet culls 
from thence, to plume himself, their pointless ego- 
tism! — What of the Countess, what of our Ka- 
theren?" — Silence fiiends ! know you not she is 
the pole-star whither my process tends, but hid 
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by rays of Bolar brigfatnesB, ns yet she is inviBible. 
In looth, dear Sir, I would have concealed my 
weight of fears, or not imparted them \rhile hupe 
poisBil the balance, but apprehension now pre- 
ponderates, and I must epxak, aye and eoberly; 
each hour I grow more dubious of buccdsb, for 
each hour brings to ear twme new anecdote of this 
too popular Countess ; she bewitches all who move 
within lier orbit; the very deputies sent to 
conduct the unfortunate fugitive to the Thuilh 
are said to be, thetnselveB, now captive to 
potent Circe ; one she lias completely won froi 
the democratic party, the other's efforts 
tralized. Orleans has returned from his trandentt 
self-inflicted exile, and following the triumphal 
car of the beautiful Lady BleEsingham, shouta, 
" Vive le Roi," and struts, for her sake 'ti» 
in loyal panoply. 

Such is the matter trumpeted by fame 
listen, silent hut attentive, hiding our heartfelt 
interest, for, heedful of the anonymous adviser, 
we determined to proceed with caution, and watch 
a favourable chance for presenting ourselves sud- 
denly before Katheren, when, by our receptioD, 
we may judge of her integrity. 1 boldly vaunt 
assurance of success, yet shake in secret, like the 
craven who skulks within the cockpit from the 
thunder of a broadside. Will she indeed consent 
to quit this dazzling, but dangerous eminence ? 
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And, if apt, Iiow will Buch unqualified notorioty 
be brooked by a man who thinks a soil h stain, a 
stain a scar? Lord Blessingham, arguing with 
more fastidiousneEs than wisdom, will reprobate 
the action, without scanning the intention, yet no 
one dare be hoaest and exclaim, " Look to the 
minister of Satan's synngogne, my lord, fell 
cause of all tliis miflchief, look to your mother!" — 
Let me but see this womnn once in bilboes, I'll 
forswear Momus and merriment, turn monk, an- 
choret, fakir, teed me upon grass, or enacoace me 
in a whale ! 

Surely daylight must at last peep through the 
fustian of her subterfuge; but my life upon the 
issue. Like her prototype, Milton'e cloven footed 
hero, even in extremity she will find some plau- 
»ble plea of fatality or necessity, for having time 
exorcised her sphinx-like propensities. — And we 
must all cower, must we, to this cunning com- 
biner ? conceal her diabolism because the know- 
ledge of her guilt would destroy her son ? 1 will 
not promise for myself, Sir, if she compass the 
downfal of Katheren Mornington. Is not such 
an angel worth five hundred squeamish puritans, 

I who would discover faults, even in the faultless ! — 
Blessingham ! my noble friend, my generous 
patron ! can I thus reflect on you ? 
Dear father, do not fi-own ; hear Emma — Lucy — 
Moreland — all will join in vindicating Katheren I 
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bat she Deeds no advodate with yon ; look toher 
perilous situation, her still move- perito^MB ' pb8/^ 
sessions, wit, beauty, grace, ' talent, md yet' Sir 
Charles finds no excuses in stieb disilgisitmiiilfe^ 
eminenee for even a scruple of- frailty, a^traindf 
indiscretion I wedded to his paragon,'^ liktai- k' 
Prussian soldier to his tactics,' he cannot' Atgite 
Lady Blessingham's desertion of ' Ito ' fttber's 
sister, and pours forth invective 'at amBitloif^^ 
which plainly points to her whdn^ I regard' 'Vidb 
reverence, never before granted wottiflinldnd'. '' I 
bum with indignation, bite my lifk^'dnid'^ Would 
give worlds to send in my graporshot^ biit Uiete is 
afrostiness in this impracticable piMidn^'^Vhiifth 
congeals my courage, and «httts thy tltgaasitni 
under sealed hatches. I turn for relief toOldttdid^ - 
and bless dear Emma, who suggested the inalnte'ef' 
this boy's assistance in our pi^ojeet ' Ife'and' I' 
agree marvellously, for, speak to him' of Ms beaittifid 
mistress, and he will worship yc^in although isb^' 
dismissed him harshly, nothing less thdn' direct- 
prohibition keeps him from the palace. 

Sir Charles attends the debates to-night, I accom- 
pany the Duke de Brisac to the Sicilian ambassa- 
dor's, and to-morrow we repair to the royal chapeL 



Read friends the issue of our momentous ven- 
ture; if your hearts throb in perusal as mine does 
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in recital, how often will you be compelled to lay 
down my letter ! 

Behold U8, 'mid the worshippers of pantoufles 
and paDtomimes, attentive to the mummery of t)ie 
mass, advantageously posted in the gallery of the 
chapel, our eyes fixed on the folding doors which 
communicate with tlie royal apartments. 

Incense fumed from golden censers; the portly 
pontifcx, in sacerdotal cope, purfled with pageantry 
profane, stood in phlegmatic dignity, erect as the 
towering tapers of the fane ; the silver chalice, 
with its occult cmbleiBs, the consecrated canister, 
filled ndth the mystic paste, the costly crucifix, 
the emblazoBed missal, all fihone in apostolic pre- 
teuce. These priestly juggles cauglit but a passing 
glauce ; a purer shrine would scarce have won 
devotion. Our trusty Claudio— who always tra- 
vels with bis master's shadow — by silent gesture 
besought attention to the mysteries of this monkish 
di'ama, but 7»y cliarmcd sight was strained and 
fixed, for the doors were now dung wide ; eren 
Egertup shook off his moodiness, projected his 
philosophic head, md gazed. 

A long cortege advanced; the foremost female 
figure for awhile enforced attention ; it was the 
Queen, the tiiT'ramcd Marie Antoinette, theme of 
that eloquence which snatched the palm from 
Cicero, and withwed the laurels of Demosthenes. 
No trace of all ht'r loveliness remained; preeminent 



k. 



S66 THC ncnncno'iT* 

cdilectedneMiy a eounteiuuiee mora r«phNl[AilU tib*& 
rerigned, supported Vf ^ Kiii^-Md''b^ifall'»Mk 
Elinbeth. A lMAyi^amitMi^^bn\itmA 
iydier term timn vpletidid^ 'Mle^lMd^ dMlpe^%«to 
■omethhig^ InroneeiviMy- irtrikfngriik tlib^gMildeiir 
of her lofty mted, in the t»r(md ^Axtij^likA^ of IM 
attire, in her majesticintfl «Mtie4ller4MUit^ no- 
thing nre the narvellmtt eemtt teve lA^r^k/eAwtj 
Iboks eo long. I vns immmA from^iMnitlftHq^iMBta 
of this Juno hjr Sir Charles 'Egwtxm^mhl^' 8**^ 
ing myhand, whispered*-^^ Besirirtl^ > I^isd no 
time to -send her all thelov^ I Mbecmd with; 
a iigare advanced, leading tiro childreDy «tul'fol- 
kwed bjr a nnmerons -iffain«-uiWas 'it* ^die'" bril- 
liant ereatare for whom we tdI''laineDt?t^ites*'it 
indeed onr Katheren ? Tall^ oommandlng',^ das- 
hing, the face still beamed wiA itvown nmtchless 
beanty, bnt where was its areh*and spordve-cfaa- 
iracter ? the form, unrivalled^' hid shot to wonuln's 
^softened dignitjr, but the airy grace of ^rlbeody 
*the nameless charm of blidie ins{iirin|^ gsiety^ the 
sonl, the harmony, the exquisite simplicity ^were 
gone! Friends,' I grow tentimentftl— <^ea]i Hpou 
wonder ? my very hcart-stritigs qntvered, aiid* -Iny 
sight lost something of perception. 

There was no need of announcing tbe yottag 
Countess to my companion ; the look of painful 
and intense enquiry which he fixed on her as she 
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took her place behind the Queen, told Bufficiently 
th&t he had recogoized Katheren, as well by her 
unequalled loveliness, as by her resemblaace to 
that lairacle of domoDiac attributes. Is it possible 
that such a woman caa be such a, monster ? may 
there not be some mitigatiog matter in her damn- 
atoiy clause? I never permitted womankind to 
puzzle me before, but such a prodigy extenuates 
suoli folly. She knelt bekind her niece ; no scru- 
tiny could detect hypocrisy in her upturned look ; 
we could observe at leisure, for neither canopy nor 
curtain, conferring jealous distinction, is permitted 
to sljroud from sans cubjttian ken, the pomp pu- 
riEed sovereign of this regenerating and equalizing 
constitution. But I hear my Emma's murmurs^ 
and return to Katheren. 

The lair coin still carried its unrivalled impress, 
but where was the mind wEiich once informed that 
magic countenance ? the plnyful, gladdening smile* 
the air of meditation, more witcliing still, when th» 
eweet seriousness betokened the soul's pure har- 
mony ? Emma, I gazed until I thought it was 
aU Katheren ! and yet it was, but with a look so 
altered ! her eyes, 'tis true, still shed around tJieir 
brilliant beams, but not from the cheering sun of 
heartfelt joy, and when tlie expression changed 
from restlessness to rumination, when abstraction 
cliased from her face the smiles called forth by 
N 2 
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oonsciouBness of all-ienslaving beaiitjr, tbera Wia$ 
BometfaiDg so hopeless in the air of momenfaiy 
abandonment^ that you atmest welcomed the re' 
turning glance, greedy of admiration^ wfaidi socb 
boding gloom Replaced* A eontemptiioiis amile 
curled Sir Charles' lip as be marked b^ super-* 
stitions and exact obserTance of the Romiab rites^ 
and my last hope of her stability went off in a 
deep groan, as I witnessed her profane [tt'oalratioii 
to a gikled puppet.^ I would have looked else- 
where, but could not ; my face was glowiBg with 
vexation and disappointment, when something like 
her former sportivo smile parted the Kps, and 
played upon the cheek of Katheren ; her eyes, too^ 
shone with all that frolic meaning, which changes 
care to mirth, and mirth to joy^Had Ithnriel'a 
touch restored her to herself? — I followed her 
sparklii^ glaiiee, and looked for the transformer ; 
fronting, but beneath us, within a few paces of the 
shrine, and leaning against the balustrade, I be« 
held a form that seemed indeed ethereal, a some* 
tiling between divinity and humanity, a fay, an 
elve, a gossamer ; toe finely fashioned to be thought 
of ciay, and yet too like a woman to be thought im- 
mortal. Pity my fretful feelings, Emma, and for- 
give me I This incorporeal substance, ^^if substance 
might be csilled that shadow seemed,'' responded 
Katheren's smile, with all that fond enthusiasm^ 
which, when she looks on what she loves^ breathea 
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from, and beautifies every Hneament of tcuder, true 
and ti'usliiig; woman ! — TiiuB sister, I redeem my 
testy sarcaam~my bfULsted freedom, Emma, were 
not wortU a doit, if maiden would but send me 
Bucliasmile! — Behind ber, stood — like tbe grim 
^uius doi>mc<l to guard a soraph in ita tmnsciir- 
sion from tiie starry sphere — a man of aspecttrneu- 
lent, whom I had seen before at tbe ambusi^ador's: 
an Asiatic I was told, wliose mgots might redeem 
from bonds all Ham's posterity, — Could this soft, 
winning creature belong to aught so rugged and 
repulsive? — bis daughter ! — She could not be bis 
wife! I satisfied myself with this assurance, then 
ridiculed the feeling which dictated it, and tried 
again to reach the philosophic centre of indifference. 
It would not do ! from that moment my mirthful 
inspirations fled, aud sentiment, with all her stolid 
train — narcotic aa a treatise on metapbysics — slunk 
into the tenantless chambers ofmy cranium. Read 
what I have written, and believe; do ye not perr 
ceivcMomus and melancholy jostling in every line? 
the one, factitious the otlier — oh devil take tlie 
other ! 

This same sentiment, flung me into a reverie, 
during which I left France, sans adieu, and 
sported with cerulean skirted elves, in moon-loved 
Mangerton ! — At touch ofmy companion, 
tbe phantasma fled. I looked around; the pomp 
and circumstance of ecclesiastic foppery had also 
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vanislied; we qnittcd tlio chapel, followed 
Clandio and blue dpvils. 

As- we crossed the Caronsel, m our 
homeward, hd hysterical cachin nation, botokcniti^ 
moat contradictory emotions, drew us from Ine- 
brious pondering-; we turned, and beheld the page 
strictly embraced by a sooty varlet, whose flat ex- 
pansive nostrils seemed to dilate miracalously at 
eight of Claudio. Tlie clumsy lips, elongated t» 
tenuity, assumed most curious curve, as if to meet 
the flood which bliss supreme drew from the 
ronnd and glistening orbs of this sable Pylades : 
Claudio reciprocated the rapturous recognition witk 
gestures as emphatic, turning on the axle of bii 
heel in whirling pirouette, clutching little Han 
the while with loving hug, who, as he gyrated, 
sniffled, sniggered, crowed and cackled with 
delight. 

We loitered at a diatanee to enjoy this artless 
greeting — for a minute! — two! — twenty! — the 
urcliine seemed in no haste to separate. At length 
a loud hcKi from Sir Charles recalled the page's 
truant memory ; a aigniiicant gesture pointed us 
out to his grinning companion, who instantly im- 
preesing Claudio's lips with a small silver rod, as 
if to symbolize silence, flew ivith the speed of a 
winged arrow, in an opposite direction to that vti 
now resumed, followed by the musing page. 

When we entered our salon at the betel, Dei 
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my companion nor sol f seemed in tlic least incUntjiI 
to emulate the conlideutial uxpmision of the Italian 
and his African acquiuiitajicoj our contempt ationn 
were as absorbing as tUough we mcditatetl im- 
mortalising ourselves by discovery of the grand 
arcanum. Sir Ckarlcs was the first to fling away 
the crucible; he started from his scat, and exclaim- 
iDg, " Somctiiing must be speedily set on foot to 
reticue tliis fair ajiostate," abruptly left the room, 
and I beheld him from the window rapidly tra- 
versing the square. It was some relief to find I 
should not, for a while at least, be called on to ac- 
knowledge the em]itancss of those pretty air bub- 
bles which I had blown go high irom the froth of 
Kathercn's constancy — alas! the hope that had 
carried them aloft was gone! That Xantippean 
jade, Sentiment, still held me, svfi imperto ; I gave 
way to the caracoles and curvettings of this newly 
bestridden hobby, threw my arms on the table, re- 
posed thereon my poor sensoriura, and permitted 
the puppets of fancy to pull me where they pleased. 
Divided between Columbian castles and Kerry 
cott^es, now soaring, now creeping, now gifted 
by some grim enchanter with Aladdin's talisman, 
Duw reclining beneath woodbine porch of humble 

cot with 1. 

" Ridiculous !" I cried, starting from my laay 
posture, as Claudio entered, his eyes brimful of 
triumphant meaning. He announced the Sign<^ 
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rioa something or other, and hastily withdren^ 
closing the door on the embodied semUance of the 
▼irion that floated in my bosy fancy. It glided 
forward with fairy fleetness, while I stood a mute 
»d gaping Cymon-mooiuitrack ! 

The lovely shadow spoke — << Sir Charles Egcr- 
ton,'' — she looked at me, and started — ^his mm^ 
— I wriggled like Slender, diving for words t» 
image forth my reverence, still undecided wiHedier 
it were witch or woman. 

*< The silly page has erred," she cried^ 
from me with vexed expresBum — the movi 
was electric; my whole snr&ce tingled — ^Viadaam^ 
said I, ** mv name is Elwin.** 

<< Elwin,** she repeated, fronting me a lmiplly, 
^ George Elwin — son <^ Kathcmi's 
friend? Speak Sir, yon are from Irdand, 
puled by Miss Momington — too eome with 
guardian. Sir Charles Egertoo, and bodt 
to "^ 

^ To HKcue the yooi^ Countna from 
ruWw and tModuirt her to kr frioidt,'' I 
^nrwiftUy Kkttsiag the pfvospt izidiKtioB wUch 
ase iRnNMi a wintM «f stattieRBe dctnL 

^ TVNk Sin Kv« K!BS( ^dbt nsee of tiiH 

>iRaMJk w^Htt ^vimaccanainL sut ^K^ppt ^o^^uEiaLT' 
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the spring of which I am not able to discover, is 
contemplated. The Countess Dowager departs to- 
morroTT, privately ; leaving Kathtirco with the 
Queen; my spies are Taithful, my information sure; 
her passports are in preparation : if slie reach the 
Earl before those who may baffle lier machina- 
tions, she secures Mornington against all influence 
save her own. Her skilful hands will mould to 
verity slanders which, tliougli monstrous and re- 
volting, will wear no questionable shape; necessity 
compels candour; to gloss tlie danger would be to 
risk incurring it; do not wait for the forms of 
ceremonious introduction, resolve at once to follow 
me into whatsoever presence imperative necessity 
may oblige us to intrude, and boldly claim the 
Countess as commissioned by her husband. You 
are aware of the thraldom to which the royal family 
have — since their abortive attempt at escape — 
been subjected; ere this, however, the guards of 
the palace are won by my subordinates; in two 
hours they will be changed, and I may meet iu' 
t^rity too high for price; etiquette must yield to 
«xigence;— .-follow me; let your appeal be mads 
to Katheren's feelings, not her judgment; time 
only can dispel the cloud which veils the latter, 
and your remonstrance should be prompt and for- 
cible — oh ! for a talisman to subvert foul sorcery." 
" May it not be found here ?" said I, drawing; 
forth Miss Mornington's letter, 
N 5 
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^ Letters hhwe fidled before ; ■ — ek ■■■iteaoeifill 
be tortured into meiuDdi^ nsielmr or Mm**^i -j i >ii 

*< Katheren tuspect her nster of d^plioi^J^' I 
exclaimed; '^then it she changed indeed J^^ ^'^ .: 

*< Sir,^ said the Lilliputian amafe6n, hanghtfly» 
<< the niist that for a moment dinis ; tfie- ^flunimdy 
lessens not its price; Katheren ia bi^kteet stilly 
where all are bright.** n- \> ••.> i . 

I could have knelt and worshipped the beaotifid 
enthusiast! she looked impatiently iowai^jb -the 
door, wbioh flew open, disptaying little Hani^eaeel 
ktid mute as his silver rod« " Ready?? waa •life 
laconic interrogatory — a prostration waatbe ijepljr* 

As if satisfied that I aicqniesdid ivaltangomfiB^ 
which, in truth, I hardly undei-stood, slie^^lifM 
swiftly from the room, waving me to foUomr.httr^ 
qvrulig into a carriage, ere I bad« time Ao eBteodva 
band for her support, enveloped her persop -w.a 
thick veil, and redined in quiescent s 



seeming to consider me as the mere- meolMiiflid 
agent in a plan too momentous to be minlbfldy 
explained to a simple subordinateu I foU..moro 
hutnbled than elated by her selection* of a ieoa|ie-^ 
tator, convinced by her manner that hud Cttnidio 
been judged as capable, he would have beea.* jmt 
freely chosen. In most compile intricacy, yet 
not daring by question to betray my stultifioation^ 
I sat doltishly dwnb: this high souled damsel 
seemed to scout at commonplace iUustratioii,, t^ 
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think a nvnl, an cye-beum all euflncicDt to convey 
iier wifilies, nay even competent to endow poor 
jGcorge with his good namesake's eaaclity and 
fiercene^ tor mortal combat witb eome douglily 
di'agoneas. Danger in manly guise, by Eood or 
field, I vould have welcomed with " Iiurra," but 
in panoply of petticoat ! — The very thouglit 
puckered my lips with perplexity. Thrice I os- 
sayed to epcak ; my tongue seemed suddenly t'A~ 
tered by some confounded impediment ; I dared 
not give utterance to speech, I scarcely dared to 
breatlie, or even to glance at the pretty foot which 
peeped from beneath the flowing vea\ of my com- 
panion. But could I complain of the chance that 
bad brought me into eiicli strange collision with 
this creature of soul and sentiment, whose very 
insautiousneas auiTounded her with a halo of 
purity ? 

Sentiment, wayward witch, that for a space haA 

ambled, now took a liing, and bore me aloft, so 

blithe and buoyant, that when the carriage 

stopped, my material and immaterial self seemed 

tumbled from the cloud& into the court yard of 

Che Tlmilleries. Determined to make a hold dHsh 

M^ at fate or fortune, I sent deliberation to the moon, 

^m ' and sprung after the light heeled Iris who seemed 

^B to marshal me the way of destiny ; two sentinels 

^H i paced the enclosure; their solemn stand and mi- 

^M -lilary obeisance at eight of my companion, proved 
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her higk authoritj ; no shapeless dwarf or giant 
grim opposed our entrance: my descriptive 
powers woald sink ander topographical' deln- 
neation; I was new to the uavigaticm o#' caisti^ 
or cloister, and have no genius for the geography 
of saloons, cabinets, boudoirs and entresols; 
through one of these last my companion flitted^^ 
scarcely deigniag the authoritative nod which 
<^mpelled my close pnrsuit ; we entered a long 
corridor, traversed with firm and equal step • by s^ 
gaunt gems-cParme ; the man fell baekab if dtazTed 
by my effulgent guide, who stopped 'at a door' 
midway in the range, then waiting nntil I atdodt 
beside her, with Ihe most perfect and^ delib e bic ti vef 
nonchalance, flung aside the folding vdves and* 
vanished, leaving me-Hsrimsoned aniA^'CQitaite^ 
some inches of my usual height by* hotr^rf^ and^ 
consternation — stock still in the doorway, staring^ 
at the Queen! . ■•. -'^•- •' '•■ 

A moment, friends,- to recover the- Aright -that 
even memory flings me into. — There wete two 
ether ladies in the room, but my spell-bou'nd orbe- 
could only see the head whieb, Oorgon like, had 
turned me to stone* The Queen started ttota het- 
seat. ^^ Again beset by treachery I*'' she oried^ 
rapidly, <^ last iiight a traitor skulked within the 
corridor, with murderous intent— r-and now •-' ." 

" Traitor !" exclaimed a voice, "not so, not so yoor 
Alajesf friend ; it is the son of my second 
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ilithpr, it is— it is indeed Mr. Elwin !" And Ka- 
tlieren, her Iiaude clasped, her whole frame trem- 
bliug with tlie earuestness of Ler prompt and 
energetic announcement, lier eyes diirting through 
glittering tears rays of delighted recognition, 
stood between me and the Queen, as if prevented 
only by reverence for the royal presence from 
even eisterly ealutation — and tliis was the creatnre 
I bad foi^tten for that mischievous will o' the 
wisp ! 

" Oh ! your Majesty," cried the beautiful 
Countess, kneeling, " may I not welcome Mm ? 

may I not enquire ? Years have passed since I 

beheld my friends, ray country, my sister, my 

• ." She stopped, and struggling with her 

almost sobbing emotion, directed a glance towards 
the upper end of the apsirtmcnt, where stood, 
girded with snaky wiles, the Dowager Countess 
of Blcssingham. A flashing look from this un- 
fatbomable woman sent the Prometliean spark 
which vivified my torpid liaibs ; the statue moved 
and walked, aye friends, even inlo the Queen's 
most sacred council-room and raised the kneuHug 
lady, too sentimental to bo ceremonious! 

" An Englishman ! welcome Sir," said the 

Queen, waving her band with that frank yet 

noble courtesy which gives assurance even to the 

^. diffident, and elevates with the proud conscious- 
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neit that you are 4lft(Migbt worthy of «aoh ttmr^ 
dliatioii* . I oared not to* i^ovmiI', 4i|K: mongrid 
origin — though proud of my Irish Aia4tiawi.ia»tiof 
any in my {Auinage-r-aadrbent/ thyilmit^twMtBil 
tba oourtly graoe I eoaldiaamiiie*, rj -kj; i^.hiin " 

^ Myaisterl Mr.JBlwin teU^ ma^ lMr»^.«iaaid 
tlMi young Coanteaii faUeriii^y.ir-^^ Yong^MJija^y 
will forgiVe-r— !-'* . i - .. i\\i*i wn ^Mr-t. ♦ 

«( For^ve^ Kadieren//r >repaat0di tii0i .t^Mien^ 
diarply, while a spasm wriaUed her* j|obIe<kftyw» 
<^ my Jiuman affloelions are not yet>lNima4|««llie 
poke which tbrolM at childhood^- peeoUa ct iafa i Ss 
Mill :true — mp ^isMrsr-^-ffiytiecmntryiilKiOQfcl mt 
•ot^ Caantoss of Ble88ingham»>hy.aueh» hoinaga tf 
She shaded her.faee for a iacimep^ theii«|wrillied> 
with an air prpiidly storn^ towards^ feaesa^ui'ila 
apartment, where I now» fer the iiiat time^|MCh. 
eeived the r<qral. children. !, . -i >■ i).> nil 

'< Your sister) Lady'SbssiDgham^^'aaidfl^finta 
low voices ^ sends you this, and.ekumaihe'olH 
servanoeof yoiiir promise.-^ You r r ustmbeP*— ** 

<^ My Beatrice P' intemipled Kather^; 
•ing the letter^ and pressing it. to her Kpa$.>^. 
it then necessary to fiMrce sucli rememfanmoe sqpasi 
me ? I, that once would have demanded ouy^ve^ 
anion ! — ^my sister ! my own dear Btmtrice Y* 8be 
passionately kissed the paper. i '-. . . 

. This oathreak of beautiful aensibility augored 
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well : " You will then accompany Sir Cliarlce 
Egerton to Ireland ; you will witness your sister's 
nuptials, and ." 

" Katheren !" was uttered in a deep voice — it 
sounded the knell o( bope ! the cheek of the 
youDg Counters became flushed, her brow was 
raised, even to a haughty curve, and her eyes 
Hashed something marvellously like disdtun, as 
she emphatically repeated — " nuptials !" 

I looked even fiercely at thu motionless figure 
■whose ominous intervention had effected so mor- 
tifying a revolution; the unchangeable calmness 
of her fine countenance, her august, impouiug 
aspect, made me, a secund time, deem her guilt 
apocryphal ; I quailed, and my £]>cecli, which on 
that eventful day flowed anything but trippingly, 
sank once more into unmeaning stammer. 

The Queen advauced, " Countess, my heart 
forebodes calamity ; you leave me !" 

" Your Majesty — no !" said Katheren, faintly. 
" My noblemindod, heroic Katheren !" ex- 
claimed the Countess Beatrice : the prince sprang 
forward, demanding why his maiaan Avylaise 
wept, and threatened the offender with his cousin 
Or I can's wrath. * 

*' You will read your sister's letter, Lady Bles- 
singham ?" said I. 

*' Not in the Queen's presence Sir," exclaimed 
my wary opponeut. 
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<< Of such a friend I were uowoiihy, conM I 
consent to owe her adherence to momentaryy 
perhaps erring enthnoasm," said the Qqeen^ 
firmly; ^< I perceive yonr inward conflict^ Kar 
theren ; let yonr decision be made ttfter the pe- 
rusal of that letter; should it be such aa I appre- 
hend, write your adieus to Marie Antoinette — 
there is no Queen of France !" She tamed from 
us for a moment, then resumed — ^ I would not^ 
by granting a parting interview, that yonr future 
happiness should be clouded by the mennory of my 
regret, or my despair : silence Countess of Bles- 
singham, I command you silence !" she repeated^ 
preventing the outpouring of that romantic seal 
which would certainly have been consummated by 
Sitae rash yow, had ELatheren been permitted to 
speak. 

The youthful Princess, who during this address 
had stolen forward, looking tearfutly in her mo* 
ther's face, now endeavoured to unite in her infimt 
elasp the hands of the Queen and Katheren. 

<^ My child ! my poor child !" resumed her 
Majesty, her firmness yielding to a wild burst of 
agony, as she caught her daughter to her heart — 
<^ unfortunate descendant of Kings and Emperors! 
thy features bear no similitude to thy ill starred 
parent ; be our destinies as dissimilar ! she may 
one day find a refuge in your country, Katheren ; 
you are high in rank ; plead for her, Countess of 
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BleGsing;liam, plead before the tbrone of your so- 
vereign, for tlie daugliter of your unfortunate 
friend ; ere that period arrive, her mother, fi-eed 
ft-om the Btuin of her faults and hor follies, may 
be permitted to plead before a more solemn tri- 
bunal." She hastily, and without venturing a 
glance of enquiry, quitted the apartment with the 
princesB, calling on the dauphin to follow ; the 
child eyeiug mc angrily, and denouncing me as 
the cause of all this heartburning, bounded after 
his mother, leaving me, even me, almost lukewarm 
IQ my embassy: half my heart veDt-ikntli Marie 
Antoinette. ' 

" We shiill meet agaiu," said Katlieren, " ehe 
we should not thus have separated !" She broke 
the eeal of the test applying letter and read, while 
the Countess Dowager stood wrapped in that 
stoical composure which baffles vulgar compre- 
bension. My eyes were riveted on Katheron ; a 
proud incredulous smile for some time flickered 
over her features, as if Btruggling to veil some 
deep and genuine emotion ; at length her coun- 
tenance became fixed to one expreusioii ; her 
parted lips and suppressed breathing showed the 
earnestness of intent perusal, and as lier eyes took 
in the last sentences of this soul-searching letter, 
their lids droojied, tears hang upon their beautiful 
fringes, and deep sobs burst from our young Neo- 
phyte. Scarcely trusting in this quick conversion, 
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I Still beld back. Mi duii^ hy w Ward, to #tiliH 
temte those bslWwed rsiae mbrsncai mmte €<fapliwl 
fai regenentiDg tfcaa eYe% hooMtf&rgsimmQifki '> • i: 

"^ Artifice is figain trinmplMMHAr-Mr cfaBd finnp 
sakes me T exefaaiaed bij awful.luitagMimtirf'r* )«.. 

^^Heayeti send one ray to gtufe fne-ilihraagl 
this labyrinth P cjaoulmlied Katherss^ ^ sbnUriliiMlt 
believe my Beatrice? I will ! I waUl", «lMime4 
^ no power^ na sophistry shatt teaehr mM&td'4m> 
credit Aer/" «.':,'.•. 

^ Sir," said the Countess Dowager, tntainq^ to 
me^ with unbending solemnity; <* my> dnvgiiter 
has decided; I commit her to your antkarity^ 
you shall, however, bear witness to the w pi U Mrf 
of my interference ; I will not by a si&|^£viiiQdisr 
support my plain, authentic and consisteili^statch 
ment; I will not by a single word, or look^^er 
tear, betray what passes here." She pressed her 
hand to her bosom^ and turned from us* . 

My heart, which for a space had stoj^ped^ .now 
bounded blitbly; I grasped the hand of KathereiL 
Alas ! I had forestalled my triumpb-roiur AnetiH 
ating £Eivourite broke from me, flew after: .tte 
Countess, and flinging her arms around ber^as 
she stopped in the doorway, vehemently exclaioi- 
ed, <^ Come with me my mother ! come with me I 
can I not acquit her, without condemningr yoa? 
some misconception^ some strange entanglement 
has caused this sad estrangement ; let me uiuravel 
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its intricacy, let mc be mediator; ie reconciliatioa 
quite iraposBible ? — Oh say not that it is ! I will 
live upon the wildest hope, I will be keen to catch 
and link the slightest thread of sympathy! may 
not contrition, acknowledgment, plead for pardon? 
You, once, were friends, have you not told me so? 
I do not let cteruity steal upon such obduracy ? be 
iriends once more ! Think, my mother, think on 
the darkness which shroudii my dearest affections; 
oh ! give me not to utter hopelessness ?" 

"Kallieren," said the Countess, " you compel 
me to the avowal of circumstances which, oour 
that your election is made, I would fain suppress; 
my efforts have been long exerted to soothe the 
galled mind of my son ; I know you proud, in- 
tractable, and resolved to surprise you into con- 
cession ; our passports for Germany are prepared; 
I only awaited a letter from Moruuigton to impart 
to you a project which, if anccesfiful, would have 
soon dispelled the misery you bewail; but I must 
now meet my poor exile alone." 

"Not so, ^ladam," I cried, abruptly — perceiving 
that Katheren clung, almost fainting, to the hand 
that was extended to lead her from the room — 
" your very praiseworthy project will be furthered 
by the Countess' decision ; pray look upon Sii' 
Charles £^rton and me as humble cooperators in 
the same good cause ; how fortunate that I am in 
time to prevent a fruitless journey ! Lord Bles> 
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sfaiglmiii 18 in Ireland.** — ** Ireland {"'iRras lechc^ 
by both my companions. ^^ Lord Blesaili^faliib,'? 
I repeated, firmly, << ie at DanaiMsi^ ' ' * ■ 

The Coanteae Dowager seemed completely to 
cast off her stoical frigidity ; I wbs Hlkt^iMl iiltb 
ohservation of her alene^— her flice/ 'bcrf6r«7|)a]e^ 
was now white — she stood for a advlment, tbr{iid, 
bat this suspension was fleet aiaf -th^ iris" of a 
water babble — her deep rooted sti'^n^h'bP^ofoI 
showed itself in instantaneous action. Sh^ 'WfklkM 
resololdy to the seat the Qaeen' hild 'ofeill^ibd, 
and fixing on me an eye which wdiiM %tiv^'dl^ 
looted fidsehood nnder an iron vi«or;' ttdd btcfrkiiy^ 
'* Sir, you do bat palter w4th truth/' •'' ' ' 

Awe, at the word, gare place to anger ^ I'VIMr 
ibrth a letter reoeiTed that very m<irilitt|g'' frttinf 
Lord Blessingham. <* Beware; Mildam,'' aiitd f; 
stoatly, " how you attack a man hn arm^r*^ 
proof. Your missiles will but rebound to ybdi' 
own discomfiture; your Ladysiiip's knowledg(e'of 
the Earl's handwriting may prove ihsufiiei^nt to 
exonerate me from hanng added forgery lb Iklki^ 
hood, but -unless gifted witii omniscience aiid 
ubiquity I could scarcely have guessed at the mi-' 
nutise this letter details. It reached me only A 
few hours back ; in it your son expresses appre- 
hensions that despatches sent to you from Hun- 
gary have miscarried ; will vonr Ladyship peruse 
it? or perhaps ." » letter to Ka^ 



tliercnj who seemed the very iosplraliou of ex- 
^ctaiicy. 

" Your pardon, Sir, your pardou," said the 
Dowager, hastily rising, aiul gently turning aside 
my extended hand; "had I proclaimed a fact 
strange to you, as is that wliich you assert to me) 
thas too had you offended." 

The u II embarrassed el^;ance of this unexpected 
humiliation, was as marvellous as resistless ; my 
profound inclination was involuntary. Wondering 
at my own mutability, or rather at the siogiJar 
being who thus at will moved the pivot of my 
pliable judgement, I silently pocketed the letter, 
with the air of a nincompoop who knows himself 
cajoled, and yet wants courage to resist. Kathereii 
still stood au eiBgy of suspense ; the Countess 
slowly paced the apartment, with the quickened 
respiration and hxcd countenance of one who 
strives to elevate herself to the calm endurance of 
some sharp but compulsory trial, murmuring to 
herself at iutcrvals. My ear was strained to un- 
jDixed attention; I distinctly caught the words — 
" Thither at least my persecutor cannot pursue; 
and my bitterest foe is no more." — " Katheren," 
Bid she, at length, " I will no longer wrestle with 

, ^tc — my star sinks before llie more auspicious 
planet of my rival ! the son has ceased to resent. 
And the mother will no longer remember — for your 

' nke, Katheren, I yield; let my concession find its 
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reward in your constancy — Sir, I aooompany in^ 
child Ui Ireland I the event, I leave t» heaven I" 
That woman lias certaiuly dimmed, it not blind* 
«d, my intellectual eye ! 

Aud now, friends, that the memoranda of thifi mo- 
morablc aceoe are transcribed, i fling aaade -tba 
cotlmrnns, and breathe freely. Tragedy BuitsDehfaer 
tny intellect nor inclination — oh for tlie elastic, l%fat 
sandalled slipper uf comedy! But Iniust curtailragr 
narrative, and leave you to guess at the intoxicatog 
denouement; fnrtlierdetail would onlymarGurpfts. 
— We come. — Let lovely Pri«s prepare the fesali 
and be sure thai friendly signals arc hoisted at the 
castle. The enemy Itas struck 1 and we bring her 
into port — pray Heaven she prove not a flretibip, to 
blow up our trim and gallant armament ! 

But a truce to all such ominous stuff, original 
ingin Sir Charles Egerton's croaking prc^noetw 
cations; he dropped something very similar tooiff 
holding a step ladder for Satan to scale Paradise. 

Since onr first interview I l*ave thrice seen my 
Hamadryad, my nympth of the raccBorealis, spark- 
ling — flitting — vanishing — so shadowj' you can 
scarcely call her creature — an object more to be 
wondered at and worshipped tlian approaclied ; 
fervent yet frolicsome, solemn yet full of witchery} 
enthusiastic, eccentric, extmordtnary ; so chang[»- 
ful in humour that it is impossible to diseam 
wliether the gloom or the gaiety be accidental ; 
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Emma eliall decide upon her characteristic, for, 
marvel friends, as well y(Hi may, we brin^ this 
problem with us. Have you not yet decyphered 
her appellative through roy crytogi'aphy ? if not, 
never pretend to the discernment of Hlwin junior; 
she had been portrayed hyKatheren's graphic pen, 
and no sooner did my eye light upon her in the 
royiil eliapel, than I ejaculated, " this, for a 

surety, is " who friends, or what ? — One of 

those hrilliant ignisjatid that Dy from those who 
liJlow, and haply follow him that dies — but who 
could flatter wing and look at — Eva ! 



LETTER XX\1II. 



[Charles St. Elmour, to Mary St, Elm our .1 .']T 



Mary ! — fancy is busy to picture your start' of 
horror ! — Maiy ! I call not from the tomb — nor 
from the living grave of monastic eeclusion — nor 
from the gloomy cell of the morose ascetic. I 
liave no prayer, no son'ow, no penitence to offer ; 
I would not win your pity by deception ; I would 
not win your Heaven by remorse. Five-and- 
twenty years steal crime into oblivion ; the cere- 
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ments haye mouldered wUph eoyti^, fi^,yiifiif^, 

of his own presiuoption ; veogciKncip, ^^ ^4il^^)|ytF 
lated!— A tyrant fills the gnivt^.l^.^Mp^Qcf^,}}^ 
prepared for me ! :f«'TH!<i m> 

Mary» would I could see you once mi]fiu.i^,^ 
no maudlin sentiment of paling pwiitewcg^.tlyat^ 
dictates this desire; I loathei the wb/G%, WPipH^ 
spurn the very dust of which that, ponyvkpy )qBS 
formed. ,,.- ., ju,-/, 

He! my destiny I — whose. birt|i mgipsn499^- 

hatred, jealousy, revenge, impenitence !ji;9Y«i|94wtiVf 
energy the stin^ng scorpions of my^j^QfiOfff^ .VV^Wht. 
but for him, had slumbered harmles8.T--IIjb»:8|iifilBk; 
gave bitterness to gall, gave firmnes8> to; iipp^c^i^, 
bility. — In ambition, in friendship, m Iqv^.h^;; 
successful and abhorred competitor; envied^ d/o^r 
pised, dreaded, detested, in every path, aIino«ti ^t 
every step he crossed me!— frenzy — the.freQ;(|r,pC 
the excited lunatic, who in the factitious ,sj|reiigt)i,; 
of fury tears from its bold the rooted pine, or Aipgi. 
into the torrent's foaming bed the. rock. Yl|ii?l|. 
towered aboye its roar-r-was tame to laoftie Ivrn- 
my rival must have perished, or .jgyMelS^^^f^k. 
cast the horoscop€H-4ie fell — ^be fa^ the crino^iiM^il!- 
The only anguish consequent io..my.,raaLlffu^^. 

which I deplored, was yours:— ^ysisterr-r-my^poj^., 
sister ! — ^blasted in. her very prime I— ^^oci^jaff^^^ < 
tions withered ! — the purely warm spring,, of .:^^ 
man's fondness desiccated ! — the loneUnesa qf.^^o^ 



THE PREDICTION. 



2e» 



nastic misanthropy BubBtltuted for the cheering', 
heart-softening eonfldenoe of connubial expansion ! 
Struck — struck from that quiver which treasured 
the unerring darts winged by my unpitying des- 
tiny. — And my motlier! — retribution visit the 
remorseless malice which could revile the dying, 
broken-hearted mother I 

In pity to you I will eupprese the imprecation 
with which my heart labours ; but how satisly this 
vulture memory, which etealg to the brain, busy 
Hnd insatiate, blasting the joys of the present, de- 
stroying the hope of the future, by presenting, si- 
lently but tenaciously, the images of the past. — My 
martyred mother ! now best appreciated, now most 
lamented, for I too, now, must feel a parent's 
anguished throb for the fate of a darling child ! 

The cherished creature who presents you this, 
is mine; will you receive her 'Mary? — Will you 
love? — love ! — you must love my Eva ! — for her I 
covet not yotir wealth ; hera shall be the dowry 
of an Empress ; but I would supplicate your kind- 
ness, Mavy, for my darling — my lily fades and 
ditiops ! — is she too doomed i — I, even I, will pray 
that mercy — the mercy whicli I have never found — 
may visit my innocent, my g;enlle Eva ! Perhaps, 
severed from the object of a dark, unalterable fa- 
tality, she may revive. The outlawed St. Elmour 
scorns furtively to tread again the soil which has 
awarded him the bitterest punishment of c 
vou in. o 
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baDishment ! else would I kneel to yoo^ Marjr, fat 
iBy child's sake. Enquire n<»t ecmcemiiig her 
mother — she it dead — dead (oEva — and lier fiitber! 
her fiuber quits lor ever the hated hemiaphere in 
whose remote, unvalued eora«r hia name may be 
branded with guilt I return to India, winning by 
the renunciation of my child^ theolject of an on- 
d^ng passion, a passion which now ragea impetu- 
ous, headstrong as when • 

Enough, enough; I laesntnot to.harroW| bot^io 
propitiate — ^fiurewcdU ^and yet on^ dung, ipuiia^ , I 
have met within a few dajr^ a young atvangar^ an 
Irishman — he loves my daughter, her riobea aie 
inealculable and be is. poor — but wffr9 abe.miatffss 
Mif Uie world, she sliould have my canae^:!^ wd4 
the son of Doctor Elwin ! 

Again &roweU J I would Vms you birt Ihadb^my 
Messing ever aeemed to blight iti olgegjb; ]i)ca tbf 
fabled tree which distils its subtle poison cm 4mp 
wdbo seek its slielter, so doe« tb^ sbadfl^.^f,IP]f 
soEen 'destiny darken the fortunes of ^oae i w^aU 
pvetect ; the fate of the stanebesty true«jt. Qimd 
that ever clung immovable to an aliep'ra foi^UQt 
shrouded in inexplicable and b<»rrid layat^rjr Irrrmy 
child wkbering ! — myself the ghastly mark 4^f fyp^ 
deformity 1 — my mother ! — my sister ! — lllfMr]^ 
Mary, I will not bless you ! 



' . ii 
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CHAPTER I. 



'Tistjie accent iincoutby 'tis the Iaogai|ge unlettered^ 
'Tis the frankness unpolished, by eulture unfettered, 
*Tisthe glenS Tonely pathway, the mountain chain grand, 
*Tu the hone of my heart, 'tis my own naUye land ! 



It wte Aatuitm; twelve years had elapsed once 
the openifig scene of ottr story, yet the features of 
the landscape therein described . hdd scarcely 
chiuiged; time, sparing to the lake, the monntain 
anid the cataract their beauty and sttblimity, seemed 
to'httve traced its stealthy course on man alone. 
Alas, for Atdl humanity ! the furrows on the tauce 
of the lofty height are not so quickly wrought as 
wrinkles on the hero's brow ! the wintry torrent 
marks not its earthy bed so rapidly, as wo traces 
its hollow pathway on the wasted cheek I The 
lake still spread a clear but changeful mirror, bor* 
rowing the shifting hues of heaven's expanse, 
varying for aye, yet for aye the same. The mom,- 
tain peak still pointed its unbowed head to heaven, 
and still the hoarse cataract insulted silence with 

o 2 
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inoesBBnt roar. Man, man alone vhmmemAeif ^ 
•carred, or fallen ! Earth smilea at the UDsatiate 
tyrant who scattera or devoura her pvodvee^ aa^ 
mocking, cries — ^ Thoa too shalt aaOn Jntgoaw! ui j 
store, and feed thy fellow man ! the flaimitkigigfliri 
and gandery of youth can ne'er conceal the bhmted 
form of foul decay, while I, in my motl^ aad 
fantastic livery, seem lovelier in ea<^ efaamgis^ 
blooming and joyous, receiving and ahnmdt ng in 
my balmy bosom, with careless, ceaselesaMnileaaf 
frolic youth, the Masted, pestilent remaitti ¥>f toij 
disappointed denizens. Fix not thy thoughts osiM^ 
proud man, if thou wouldst arrogate saprenme^!" 
It was evening, and, mournful as tiie dank'nrist 
which, after an autumnal day of sultrf-deaa^y, 
crept over the gloomy valley of Dunlo^ am humble 
pedestrian wended through the dreaiy d«lile> his 
solitary way, with low and melancholy irhisNH 
forming an appropriate accompanimeiit' {be- 'his 
musings. Wildness and sublimity Wet« deepefiel 
into desolation and horror, as the erape4ike>ea#B- 
' tain fell lower and still lower on the riigged'liitiH- 
8CHi>e, dimming, bnt not wholly veiling ' th(^ 'ttod* 
ding pinnacles which crowned the giant heightt^ 
now visible, now • obscured, now frowningly 
threatening the defenceless wanderer,' now ae e i P" 
ing themselven to recoil and shrink behind the 
varying and sliadowy drapery of the thiokelH 
ing haze. Parcliod by the summer'a heat^ the 
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murky strcntn that tracked tlie dismal glcn showed 
black and bare its slimy bod, wbilp, fiirtlier on, 
the stagnaut stygiaii pool, begirt witti {wnderous 
fragiaente of tJie Fallen crag% diHtiir)>ed uo longer 
by tlie dribbling riti tliat fed, unseen, its ecdgy 
waters, terrific in its tiullen atillnesM, appalling in 
its awful shade, luokcd the dark entrauce lo some 
dread abyss. TIjo soft, eoDapiaining, breezy sigh 
of evening had gradually swelled to that portentous 
howl which heraldH the swooping hurricatiG; still 
not a ripple frettid the duR surface of the muddy 
lako. 

The wanderer, or ratlier straggler, paused, fix- 
ing a look, more of perplexity than apprehension, 
upon the inky pool. His plaintive whittle changed 
to monotonous chant; that too, ceased, and he 
soliloquized — " 'Tisn't like water, at all, 'tis like, 
but a platterofscaldin' pitch that Satan might put 
to cool for th«m as be not good enough for pur- 
gatory, and yet not bad enough for brimstone — 
dumb streams, they say, are always deep ! 
Wouldn't I as soon spy to the bottom of you, 
Lough Poortlug, as to the soul's deep bottom of 

that . But whisht, Tade ! don't soil your lips 

with names might draw down mischief on you 
from the old Hag's tooth, that sits so grand, nib- 
bling the haze yonder ; a noble mountain she, 
though harbouring evil lodgers of late. Jerry 
jsaw two jack o'lanterns start from oat the furrows 
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in ber old ndes and slider down llie diiii|^le» likm 
mad, shewing tbe way, quite reapeotfU, to a'tall, 
dark, glowering divi), with leaden efea-wMti' 



Mmi^ 



Apf^ Satan! what's that?' A whirrii%' aqand 
was heard, a dark Urd soared idoft^ the itebct 9id- 
ment something pierced the diad^i^y-'VBpbdiV'ib- 
parated the thick water of the lake, mtlj^ hb l i sw 
plash, and sank from the breatUitoa W ff t Migi timi 
of Tade* << A skeen sate, wsm^ it^^ -rcaiflMd 
the babbler — '* don't I spy some one an tbe htiffixt 
above^ or is it but an eddy <^ this efiiiilikig Uaat, 
that makes mists look like men?- 'TWiasnHi'M- 
thin' thougli that seared the poor bird ee^- Ae 
she'd never fly for air in such a fog ae tkie-^jwell, 
wild birds are wiser than we, else X w6iiIiiiL*ii'bs 
wimderin^ here at this hour, and a stm*Di-i»tlis 
sky; the priest won't pass this Way t^HsJjgMj-'ao 
there's no use o' waiting; home-Mith yMffa^ 
home with you, my poor boy, and comfinrt Ami 
as has n6 other help; but first, to pleMeBlbs 
Batrice, we'll throw a peep for him ifite- fSkA Ebqjfs 
l^en." He turned from the direct road^lbrtMigk 
the Gap, and c(Mkimeneed, with the siaMityii^ de- 
cision, a toilsofn^ ptecipitous and perilooe aMcM, 
still exhaliiig sentim^t in speech^-^^ l%tfmU be 
to the Lord, for the tongue bestotred uiMm'-val 
mAny's the time Fd have died orer and over i^ii&i 
only for mine; it keeps me brave, it kteefie vie 
warm, it keeps me awake, it keeps vaie ali^r^ | 'tii 
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my comrurt, my comrade ; wliat would I do witlt- 
oiit itl' Duiiiiy miiFdered, Judy s^nnted Away, 
the GrAii vvitli ecitrcc a bluik of lig)il in her bc- 
uighted eon), and Miss KHtliereii, Ixid as siiy; lit 
up with the tiudtT of piiilt;, an fatlior Kanvin says. 
Oil! the grief of seeing ail old fiiciul chaogedi a 
t]arling too like that ! But may be 'lis uorrow, 
not stitTiHssii ails her, — < Sore hearbi, Gore IteartH 
under silken etomachers,' says Mistress Slmsan.— 
True enough, the blisterin' breath is on them that 
conies into that castle, and mark my words, the 
curse will comu to pass, the Shefro put her crook- 
ed heel upon um all. — Bride's robes indeed ! Lard 
turn away the winding sheet ! last night we see 
one in the candle ; I tried to make it out a love 
letter, and watched and watclted while my heart 
kept pulling like Prius Crumpet's paste, and the 
ill boding tliiHg kept twirling and twirling, till at 
last, 'twixt fright and fury, I ruuned it, rush aod 
all, into the pi^^, and spoiled my supper. But 
stir yuurscif Tade ; when will you get home at 
this pflice my Iwy? Wtll, we've passed Gilli- 
euddy'fl glen at any rate, and there's the Banshee's 
bollow where Jerry see the ghost of that-- - . 
Ho, who are you? why do you stop my ways' 
what's your will?" he shouted, his voiee gtrained 
tu the shrill pitch of terror, as some person, 
springing fi-om an almoai preci{Htous patliway 
which led from the mountaia ou the right to . 
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the cavity or ralber pit into nhifch-mntiaf/i^im^ 
tempted poor Tade to pty, Jiligbtdd m-.m^fh^m 
aaDner as completely to .prevftit. Ihift*|wngtiii t|B 
which our friend had hoped U^ dearu 1ibmjhMn0d 
<< Who'd- ever dream «f a i hi iNlainimii>w|j^Mriw 
in that ungaialy way?'' he rewimcidl^'4M4li,9ai(m 
quiet toiie» peronviDg the new mwimtr rjlbtijflu 
elioed to avoidance than mdeetatioqi; ^< H^jgnwiWrifc 
he after climbing Carran Tual: >;yett': teft? LapA 
caught in the fog may be ! — ^wiihMit jii gmii^MfJl 
—a mercy you didn't step into tbe:H«i^tI«te8iht» 
— Bo marvel you came down in a summ^iaqlJsrn 
scarce sure you're on your legs yet— yenc 4iallrt 
not as big as a' bee's wing^ . flutteria' -fiasiy^s L 
engage!" ..;i , .i:.i"i 

Thus rattled Tade, pertinaeioasly dddgii^p 4h^ 
footsteps of the imagined explorer, whiv ^niddy^i 
ascending the sloping moss grown side g£i4lmc 
rocky excavation, his alertness noway ioqiedod^lffri* 
the slippery sward^ shrouded himself stilL^ekMfet' 
in a Spanish capa which completely ^Ufei^ftidii 
his person, and pursued his route; from ^^itiHmpijn 
sullenness, or iq>prehenflion totally idisrc^gafdiBgi; 
his interrogator. '< You mightn't be »> visitm^v 
might you?' continued the stubborn. 7Sad%»: 
<< you're special cute then; as much up ^ tOi-.|li9;«. 
clefts and crannies as myself that spent my4ifia<. 
among urn. — Well if you're for Bal<*konaoek>Hb^ 
the toe of the reeks, I'm your man ; . the w ay m ^-d 




TBDundy slivery ; in case of tumble we can pick 
each otlier tip; the dusk cumes (juicker than I 
care to weieonie it, but your owl's eye can bilk 
the darkness may be." 

This remark was made at random, or perhaps 
in pettish rebuke of thft stranger's taciturnity; it 
succeeded iievertlietess in eliciting some degree of 
observation; the foremost pedestrian turned xlowiy 
round, and ap|>eared, for the first time, to note his 
loquacious pursuer, " My dagger fell," said he, 
*' as I descended tlie mountain ; you have not 
found it ?'* 

The tone of the questioner was smothered, yet 
it awakened wtme indeHnite dread which made 
Thadeus wince, and long to slink within tb« 
shelving side of the narrow pathway. " I wouldn't 
have picked it up by Dbanoe, and pocketed it in a 
mistake," he replied, with throbbing perturbation, 
wiping hia forehead with the back of one hand, 
wlitle IJic other was diligent in drawing from their 
hiding place a hetert^eneous meilley of prized 
memorials; thia his eager fingers performed in 
iire separate journeys to hiii well filled fob, fling- 
ing on the sward each whimsical deposit; then 
demurely folding his hands, be ejaculated, witlt 
sly and quaint simplicitj-, as he projected towards 
the stranger hie hip, upon which gaped the slit 
profound — " Surely your Honor himself may 
search and wcJcome." 

o 5 
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More indignaiit thaon mmmfA'^M mnhimiaj 
wbieh had inspired iN>me liope of M6overiiig'liM 
property, < hia Honor' turned ttbrttjMljr fiNtth 'Us 
so suddenly respectful ootnpankAi^' tMxWSti t lg f 
*< The loss of such a weapon was onee beMre theiiar- 
binger of evi), else, it were hardly worth tftd^viryJ* 

Heedful, and no longer wisliing f<lr goi&A iUlow- 
ship, IVde rather loitered in the traicic 'vrikiisli new 
with glee he would have quitted, had such eVMien 
l9een still practicable, but the slippery* and tioevai 
pathway was bounded laterally by steep sknoiMh 
rock. Not a shrub, not a fissui'e fof grBtrp 9t 
iboting. Tade groaned and looked behmd^ the 
nist, now broken by the gathering wind, flitted 
6'er height and hollow in wizard form ; the phials 
lom ims^ery appalled the superstitious wonsliipper 
Af magical romance; Lis eyes, gleaming inde<5ifli4^ 
again rested on the tall and muffled figure wfaieby 
as if in accordance with Tade's perplexity, deetiied 
likewise in mood to muse and linger. — ^Silence,' 
thought the rustic, < is the mother of bfatck ini^ 
chief!' — '** Your honor is satisfied I didn't fetcfti Ae 
skean ?" he exclaimed. 

*^ Skean !" repeated the traveller, ^' how knew 
you 'tu^s a knife?'' 

•• Rrst,** responded the other drily, ** 'cause yoo 
said it; next 'cause I saw it." 

«• Saw it ! when ? where 1^ enquired the sttzxtgery 
anxiously, and again fronting his tormentor. 
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" A miirtlieriog tlie mist yonder," rcpHed Ta<Ie, 
coolly; "bang it went, rigbt through the heart of 
the ha^e down into Lough Doorthig; I'm a bit of 
a diver; soon as the gray grows red I'll bring it 
U) your Honor." 

" Wfiere ?" interrogated the otlicr, fiercely. 

" When you toll me I'll tell j/ou ; we're not 
furtin' tellers, nor fairy thinkers j I've no knack at 
ail at riddling." 

Vi;xed at having been a second time betrayed 
into excitement by bis apparently Bunple interro- 
gator, the stranger walked on. Bmei^iug at 
kinj^tli from the gloomy but sheltered track which 
bnd hitherto protected them from the eddying 
blast, they now entered a broader and mure beatda 
palhw^iy, whose white surface was indisdnctly 
traced over a cliain of undulating bills. Tade ad- 
joeted the skewer which fastened his frieze bauiao, 
twietcd his red 'kerchiuf into a rope, and tied 
therewith his rusty beaver, glancing right and 
left, and hemming, prefatory to the panting ex- 
pression of lita parting compliments. At last he 
stopped, irresolute; ihustrauger, too, paused, thus 
testifying that he had attended more closely than 
his previous manner demonstrated to tlie move- 
ments of bis companion. " That means we must 
jug on together," thought Tade, resuming the 
march, but silently, now and then obliquely eyeing 
the object of his horror. 



I 
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<< Yoa too hmve lost MtneAilig/^ »ohirirtiJL» the 
stranger, as Tade stoofwdtofiiaJrieiliiiMi the^iBdHi 
and sbingle. ■ ■ ■ - . • - *:i)t:i i - I/- 

'^ Only the last button that held myiriiaiiatrsKt 
round me" rejdied the rustic^ again haflfaiV in his 
attempt to lag behind ; ^^ 'twas only half cP ms^ 
s6 nerer mind it — There's the JiddythaokvCibd V*^ 
lie muttered; ^^glad in heart I'm to 'see* jioil mp 
sparkler; I'll follow your flow to i!k^ Laiuie^ If^lfc 
make for the village, so we^l beabiiti.ofrUifls^-: 
The peor Ghran! God purteet -faer^tlvoiil Ilia 
gimlet eyeP' ' "'.* ;j *l>?>i;:, 

The pedestdans were new widhin riglit bt' a 
cataract^ which, skipfnng- from steep tastaemf Ad) 
the narrow bed of a mountain stream thdt fnuAmoAt 
its deimus windings till lost in a widet idnalnel,, 
** Tlie tempest labours,^- apostrophized' the 
^ ihe waters swells the genius of these lifiant 
howk^ his wild war-ery and coUeetstbd 
i^BlCttts of his midnight terrors^^-^Vain tumiilt.Laltt. 
the vast fabric of the uiliTOTse, guided by a gmmUr^ 
spirit, mores on idth temperate and qnietmi^Mti^. 
and fete, 'nsidst the ceaseless elamoors^ of. tfae-«|««; 
ments, eallnly pursues her ^inalterable • o^huebqu-^ 
Fook i who by prayer, <ir penance, or ought ibatb' 
man can DperstO) would arrest or change -inJb^ 
versible decree." ^i^'. 

.^What's that crossing the crazy old tree alhiig 
atlnirt the chasm beyont?" criedTade^ hoedlaas 06; 
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hie companiou's rliapsctdv; " His liimself sure, so 
I)ia,veu't made my day'g march for notliin', and 
Miae Batrii:e, bless lier ! will be so pleased- — yes, 
'tkhimselt'!" 

" W1m>?" demanded his companion, impe- 
ratiTeJy. 

" Did I stand at his ohristenin' why ? I told 
you before I'm no riddler," replied Tade, dog- 
gedly ; " 'tis a poor priest, and a pious, wearing hie 
cowl for a penjince, aiid ." 

*' The bridge totters," cried the stranger, with 
sudden eoergj' ; " is the plank secure ?" 
.. " Only on tbe off-side," cried bis trembling 
conpanion, flumping on his knees, " Heaven 
guurd tbe holy man I" 

" Babbler !" exclaimed the other, flinging off 
his cloak, " fly and stay the sliding trunk!" — 
Swifter than his words the Rpeaker already knelt 
upon tbe chasm's edge, and stooping cautiously, 
seized, with bold and nervous grasp, the hither 
extremity of the ash which, slipping from its As- 
sure in the crumbling earth, had found but doubt- 
ful prop upon a loosening cr^. Mean-time a figure 
— enveloped even to the face in the dark thick 
foldings of a monk's hooded cloiik, girded by a 
rudo cord, from which was siisyiended a black 
cross — slowly, but firmly trod the terrific pass. 

" Fair and softly, fair and tjoftly!" ej:iculated 
the breathless Tade, alteruuteiy addressing the 
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monk and stranger; <^ m gio#d gript Jml'4» wan^ 
yoor Honor; vuiy Satftn nei^ev fliog^iku^ *«Ifliffirift 
ytw; now youar ReveresDce, thrcmtfm.sLjmbd; tbfi»; 
step out like a soger ; ' take earfe ^thdft 'Wthcioate 
ekmk don't trip you — there, safe ai?> wih iB U fts ti » 
praised be St* Patrick t-rf. Heaven shil#ifeF«it8 
mercy to coot your broi&ig sin%:!fcm ibiain'fHe 
tttvned to tbe stranger, with eaddeikiohtogo^voice 
and manner. . . < •] =!<;•- .-^Im t' :.!*; 

<* For the life yoa saved, tbongfal.'VailoddftK, I 
thank you," said the monk, gasitig. fixedly .oil ius 
preserver; tbe latter^ hastily catching'! lUp the 
mantle, flung ii on his shouldevs, bowv eoosoioas 
that Us features were exposed, so^ filr va« thoideq^ 
ening gloom would permit, to the scmtmy. j0f bia 
companions* ^ t. - 

^< Where are you going that way ittthodlT y<rar 
bat? only for me 'twould have travelle4 \9ifnig 
with the wind," shouted Tadey as tbo staranger 
b^an hastily to ascend tbe ruggid ravine leading 
to a mountain ridge, in a totally differefiit 
to that be had hitherto pursued. 

Vexed at the thoughtlessness which -bad ji 
trayed bis perturbation, with forced- deliberation^ 
the latter retrod his steps> and adjusted the flapr 
ped brim of bia beaver, while Tade sKpandedin 
garrulous oonfidencei addressing the friar, whooo 
eloak be tightly grasped ; the reverential expreasiiA 
of his eounteiiance soliciting forgiveness fox tb# 
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Hide ^teiiliow.-<-^<< I fauated ail^yom haunts^ your 
Rerntrence^ tiheuoloisterj^ the totreiv the kot on the 

« 

upper take; nevera gliiopRe oovid I estch of 
yea; two days fervetiBg high, and 1<»^ fmr your 
.Reverenee!^ --• > • ■ •■■■» 

*^ Wbdt oxufittdl isuch »Diic«a8ing" search ?^ ear* 
^ired'tbe monk ;- ^ nelhing eventfuly — spesd^ )"' 

^^ Woeful enmigfa^^ your Hotter; a wedding!" 
said Tade, sighing deeply. . ^ 

The' inonk'ialffiosl angrUy waved^ aside the 
rustic, aodwould have passed hioi. 

^^ SureHisu't making for Cotnme Doff at this 
time yon'd'be, and a tempest brewing m%hi blow 
you over the fotow of Lisbaan !*^Wbat will I say 
to Miss Batrice for letting you give me the 
slip?" 

<^ Miss Mc^ningtoa !" ^acalated the motib, half 
turning* 

Tadc glanced towards the stranger, who, ftom 
some kitent motiTe^ now lingersd, bat apparently 
absorbed and heedless of bis eCBipairioiis^ be stood 
near the chasm, as if mensuridg witih bis eye the 
fearitit abjrss from wbiefa his promptitude had 
rcsciMd a fellow-ereature*-^^^ ^Tis that same that 
sent me, her own very self, and no other," re* 
sumed Tade, answering the moidc^s exdasaation ; 
*^ married sho^s going to be ' tOHmorrow, your 
Reverence, she and that weey weeforin'MowKhrop 
that came to us nigh two mendis Ago firom Ingee 
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or Italy or aomewhero*— no maltcr; idaadirfaM 
dealiDgii in all parta, and plenty of fpmetoM.to^ 
his tridEery ! she's to he married'' too^ <»: Iniaiedf 
'tis a toss up which/' . ::i.v 

The stranger uttered a stifled cry^ .<^€>ttljr4he 
tree," said Tade, replying to theenqairfaigr^iBee • 
which the monk sent towards the eiiaaas^ it, 
couldn't stick to its hinder end at aU» ao. tiiniUed 
into the gnlly ; no harm as yonr Kevertnoe umll- 
astride upon it The heretic clergy/' hecoti^,- 
naed, with quick digresaion^ ^ is to mmrwfMim** 
Batrice and Miss Eva in the momia^^ awL tktefiif 
raal dargy will marry Miss Eva , again .^in -.tlMkr 
evenin', tor she and Master George go creaswapa » 
in creeds you know« Now Father. KanriWs ^aftx 
the last gasp-Himall blame to him, ■ nesct SgfeAng 
would bring him mighty nigh to<. ninety' teei;- 
IVGss Batrice set her heart on your £iliii§^. »Iiis 
HolinesB' place^ and starting in the same willi^v 
this wedding. The chapel's to be 'Inminatod , 
at midnight — a fine sighth ! All the foUoweis of 
the &mily be summoned, great fuss made, n^iifia'.^ 
'Carthy herself was come home te na; ImilKi^m 
Karwin too, mighty bui^ drawin' up. coveimata^. 
or contracts, or some such queer eonundmniai;.- 
And then, there's the brid^room's Ida, qmctj 
peaoeaUe people to be sure, all but Madam ]|Bllwin».--, 
that sometimes makes up her mind to fisz off. in] . 
hystrics and such foolish tantrums.." 
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" Enter Dunane ! ofliciate in the cliapel !" said 
the monk, with sad BolemDity, acconipaijied by 
aD expressive gesture, which implied a decided 
negative. 

" Mies Batrice saye that only yourself can give 
courage to the puvty spirit like girleen to speak 
the word," said Tade, coaxingly. Again the 
monk gave emphatic tliough silent denial. " Poor 
Miss St. Elmour too, will be so amplushi^d," 
ui^ed the suppliant, halt' reproachfully, " when 
she finds you won't take the chaplain's birth; 
Miss Batrioe gave your Reverence such a fine cha- 
ractur — no more than fitting to be sure — as great 
a Saint as Father Karwin, barrin' the years you 
want t« cast tip 'counts with liim." 

" Mary St. Elmour wish to see me !" apostro- 
phized the monk. 

" Your good name quite grows upon her mind," 
said the persevering pleader ; " I'll bring a bit of 
a note, if you don't b'Jieve my word for it." 

*' Say I will attend," uttered the monk, 
hurriedly. 

" Then the guidance o' God is given ns again," 
exclaimed the fervent rustic, " and now I don't 

fear even ." He looked towards the place 

where the stranger had stood, peered through the 
gathering shade, o'er hill and vale, but his lata 
fellow journeyer was gone, ■ »* •«« 
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CHAPTER IL 
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Over then sad horror, with ffrioi' b««, 
pid always soar, beating his iron winp ; 
And after him owls and night ravens flew. 
The hatefal measengers of heary things. '" 



The matter winds lyere hushed; evflhr-.'didr 
wbispering allies scarcely murmiired; birt it ynm 
the lull, not the repose of elemeotal strife;, .ibfr hot 
and heavy atmosphere seemed charged wttk abroad 
combostible; no sound broke upon the awful «!•* 
lence^ save from the wild water«-bird wliicli^ nfhnw 
ring, rose, wheeled on its broad cxponsire wiog^ ead 
screamed one dolorous, continued and di s eetdaat 
note. Natiu*e seemed slowly to collect her liorref% 
to strike suspensive earth with dumb amineilieftt. 
Night stole upon the scene in gloomy majesty^ its 
mild, pale orb, no longer softly beamings sent 
through the sullen clouds a red, portentous^ pds- 
tematural gleam. Havoc sat brooding* on the 
pause, preparative of cliaotio conflict. At loigth 
a fluttering, h ^ mi flame played roimd the n^ged 
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clouds, then forming into one vivid bar flung iu 
bright base upon the diirk battlements of old Du- 
Diine, shot up in silvery spire, and sputteritig forth 
its forked rays, dispersed. The tempest boomed 
and broke; the distant thunder rumbled, deepened, 
burst; the scattered fragmeuts of the riven roclcs, 
clashing aa downward hurled by the warring winds, 
augmented tumult by their fierce collision; thick 
and precipitous the clattering hail descended, while 
thousand echoes, starting from their mountain 
thrones, gave back, as if in mockery, tlie thunder's 
deafening peal. 

"Tiierc's uo standing 'gainst the gale," said Tade, 

" 'tmll carry our heads avcay, and what use will 

our legs he t« as then, I wonder ? Plant your pious 

back again' the CKstle wall, your Reverence, while 

I gi'ope for shelter. A weai-y way we've come 

tc^ether; thank God for givin' me the wits to turn 

you; but bide a bit you must, until the storm be 

I Ifnst, and I've a holy place at band to hide your 

B '4 Reverence in. — Well done lightning! agoodglimpae 

.joa gave us; I'd never have found this grate 

I .Withoat you." lie stopped before a low vaulted 

ft'-door, pulled forth a key, and hastily unlocking 

1 lit, pushed the passive monk within a narrow 

-darkness and led him onwards, quickly as the 

' t^sntranc^, would permit. — " You needn't be ateard ; 

<bo soul mo^dug here hut just ourselves — lift np 

Ij]p0ur leg your Reverence, there's a step — now 
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Wifre in the chapels — ^Bat Lort abMlveoivf>''tfi« 
holy lamp is flickeiin' ! there'ci a pnrty |Mrt>plMiBf f( 
Stick to me Sir, I know aU theini and oiirl%i oad 
tell you every pillar from his fellow, th'o^k'Hwai 
dark aa mischief. — ^That's a lie lor youjTadcv^'he 
reeumed, after a short pause, whil^-theioionktwils 
fixed ia mournful eontem]^ion ; *^ the prua never 
gave you inklin' how to get kito> that boUMr 
one. I'to poked out llie oonfessiott nodkf^yofxf 
Reverence; scrouge yoursdf in snug, yoa'ffe'nigk 
as lank as father Karwin, Hwill bide yo^ n q M LtoM 
but who's to hide from? the family wonft tfcidk^of 
coming here for penance when the prieat'iaon |iis 
death bed ; there's only one more with csyselfi^ 
unless it was a ghost — could glide in from thaont* 
side, and she haven't heart for prayiagr-iioir :God 
kelp her ! I must go home; the saints won't wtfleh 
her as they watch your Reverence. • We-U snake 
things comfortable in our poor but for your ^ighlft 
lodging, and carry you there when the ^tanA^ggVk 
down* Grood bye, your Reverence — ^but first w^U 
trim the lamp." He took some oil from a aeevet 
store and fed the waning light. *^ 'Tisii't tailed 
to a post itself, the holy father is," resume^^ 7ade^ 
glancing apprehensively at the motionleaa ^nsonkf 
who, leaning against a pillar, his eye fixed oipon 
the slab which recorded the name of Mary St* 
Elmour, was conscious only of the past-^*^ Whisht 
you fool ]" be added^ still communing with an4 



Borrecting eelf — " 'tis a sermon for to-morrow he's 
makin' to be aare; so fi-oe a scholard'E books are in 
his brain: we'll lave him there in peace to lam 
his speech." 

Oa tiptoe, dreadinjr oven by a breath to disperse 
the fancied holy inspiration, Tade left the sanc- 
tuary, and with the boldness of experienced har- 
dihood, defying' the pelting of the stonn, proceeded 
towards his miserable dwelling;. " Tlie wind don't 
know what in the world 'twould be after," he so- 
liloquized, fearlessly breasting the gale, " Bpiit- 
tcrin* every way at wottst like a squib, and send- 
ing a body spinniog round and round like a peg 
top. Blow away boys, blow away," he cried, in 
a tone of contemptuous petulance, " the holy 
Friar's lodg^ed, and Tade don't miod your blue- 
terin' ! There — it ccines upon ua now, like a 
christian's cry, making game of myself, may be — 
bravely boys! I'm your echo; match me this." 
He blew a loud and piercing whistle ; it was an- 
swered by a shout for saccour. " 'Tis from the 
co|)se l>eyont, not from the skies it comes," said 
Tikde, gpringing towards the spot, " some one 
tumbled down 'mong the brambles may be; com- 
ing, i say, coming." 
■ " Ruffians betiet me, help, passenger, help!" 

" Pat, Jerry, Teague, l>ick, Bill, on boys, on I 
inisohiers in the wind, seize the thief!" rou%d 
Tade. His shrill hallo, as given by many voices, 



for the moment droWned ihe teMpMtV rfiil n dto; 
<< If yoa'ire dead, for Ood'B eiike'itdl'^W 8di^4K^ 
oontiDued, trampling down the' tbfmibtFO^ Mid 
ruBhing towHrds a person wfao-liay esttendMi^^M 
tbiak of one man's ekeei4ng threD^ tvdflMMf^lMi 
help bat words and wind ! sta^ ^p^^Mlley^iv^off^ 

<< What ! you again, my hon^t Aiond p^ ^ 

Tade shrank from the w^U remembered toiies 
of ihe ominons stranger. 

^^Yoar veiee most opportonely san^^ me^}^ I 
^was unarmed, orerpowo^, and pvostrfttto; ^6MM 
tm ; there's m cottage near, in whidi I anee fotlttd 
shelter; will you attesd me thither. - Think ^4e 
toward too gpeat for such prompt and d^ictekkooi 
aid/' 

** Mightn't I be bound the same way inyMlf,'' 
said Tade, unmindful of the promised reeompeitti^ 
The stranger started. — " Twelve years makes ti'big 
blot in a body's face, when thercfs no mark to -go 
-by, your Honor carries a blur that won^ Trear out 
\rith washin' — I'm Thadeus Sweeney." 

<^ The grandson of Ileen ?' said the olSiei% 
** quick, to her dwelling, the viHains may return/* 

<< Better seek another hide hole^" said Tade^ 
sullenly; ^^ our crazy hatch have no barricade 'gainst 
a—." He etopped abruptly, but the stranger was 
already <ar in advance, and ere Tade joined him, 
had pushed aside the door of Heen's dwelling^. 

By the feeble light of a solitary rush, the weird 
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and gkastly inmate was perceived, kneeling bare 
Iieaded before the casement, winch w&s no longer 
guarded, even by Uie rude resource of Tade'a 
iuventioa: she gibbered wildly, eeeming t« bold 
unearllUy parley with the shadowy E!lut{>es formed 
by Lhe restless clouds. 

" lleen !" exclaimed the etraDger, eagerly. 

A burst of freezing laughter greeted his address ; 
iier eyes, still fixed upon the a^'ful iirmanient, her 
finger raised towards the spectral clouds, as if she 
traced their unsubstantial mockery. — " There, 
there," she muttered, " see, he tosses back his 
lordly head; you need not speak, St. £]mour, by 
my heart's throb I know you. — Now comes that 
gljost-Iike girl ; I know her too ! could child of 
his a|)pear and lleen not know her .'' — But who arc 
those? — Away, away," she cried, still gazing up- 
wards, " you only mar the joyous wedding— Ha ! 
away ! their bands are on his throat ! she falls ! 
her bridal bed a sepulchre !" 

" Lave licr alone," said Tade, who had entered 
during this incoherent rant, " lave her alone 8ir; 
the light's upon her now ; she's like a prophet, 
'iwill come to pass, purtect us .' the signs are all 
(jidte sure. There's a heavy t,toiie upon my heart 
yir ; 'tis a grave stone, and two names upon it 1 
I wish I couldn't read. — Life's like a bubble, mya 
the book ; true fur it !" <<i| Iml 



I 
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** Ileen, Deen !" exclaimed the strangery im- 
patiently. 

*^ Right Charles," she cried, abmptly riringy 
and turning towards St. Elmoor; ^^ Rtaiid to my 
word, 'twill save yon yet, it was Ileen, I told tbem 
'twas Heen that murdered him, they sentenced me 
to death. — Oh, give me joy !'' she shrieked, <^ Fm 
to be hanged to-morrow." — She grasped her wi- 
thered throat ; Tade seized her hand. — ^^ No pain, 
no pain, poor boy, no feeling there; 'tis cmly 
here, 'tis only here I" striking her head« 

^^ Ileen," said St. Elmour, humouring the ftncy 
he hoped to make subservient to his purpose; ^ let 
us prepare for death by full confession; I would 
kneel before the shrine I worshipped when a h(^; 
you, you only know the secret passage through the 
vaults into the chapel; conduct me dear Ileen, I 
.would make my peace with heaven." 

*^ 'Tis false," said Heen, sternly; ^^ yon have 
caught from her poisonous breath her crafty suh- 
terfuge." — She laughed derisively — "With heaven 
your peace! — ^you'd kneel to her, prevaricator! — 
she's there, I've marked her — tracked her — stolen 
upon her midnight ravings and revelled in the hell 
of her despair ! I've spared her heart because it 
fostered adders, their food more venomous than 
their tainted natures. I would not cheat the hf 
mished monsters of their meal, for — like myself-^ 
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uiusatod in revei^e, they gorged untired. I've 
lieard tlieir hisses, as with slirieks she Btrove to 
pluck them from their living dou, and echoed 
shouting their terrific outcry." 

St. Ehnour shuddered, and smote Ids forehead. 
. " Siire 'tis every siuracle in my own skin cries 
out at hor, as well !" exclaimed Tade; " her tongue 
as hollow as tlie hack of an elfj wouldn't I go 
three stations tor her soul and welcome, if her body 
would but hudge ?" 

" And if I do meet her," said St. Elmonr, ve- 
hemently, " hy Heaven 'twill be to force Ler to ac- 
quittal of a dread account I" 

" Then join my watch to-night, and hoot, and 
mow, and fais$, in echo of her fell tormuutore; I've 
heard her piercing tones pronounce your name ; I 
kiievr you mui4t obey, for she had powerful agents 
to compel your presence. She would slaughter 
you St. Elmour ! I met her fiends, I gave myself 
for you, I bade them strangle me, they wait but 
for her bidding— revenge me Charles, revenge 
me ! — Come, her snakes grow clamorous, their 
revel hour moves onward; she'll fly for refuge to 
the altar — m her torments call upon the heaven she 
forfeited— we'll feast upon the music of the savage 
coil ! — mark well the hiding-place, keep watch 
there till I'm buried, I'll haunt it when I'm dead — 
^^■^^-/"/r She grasped his arm. ,^0,^ iw,iwn 

VOL. III. F 



:314 THE PBEDicnoir. 

^^ A weapon ! a weapon to defend ua," aud St 
Elmour. 

*< You must not kill her/' said DeeD, angrily, 
*^ can spirit suffer as she suffers now ? — you shall 
not kill her ! I'll come back from the grare — ^the 
t<Mture house — I'll tell you if the flames they speak 
of are fierce enough for her." 

*^ 'Tis but to guard myself Ileen, my own life is 
in peril." 

The maniac fumbled midst her filthy tatters. — 
<^ Take this, take this," she whispered^ her voice 
scarcely audible, as she looked from the direction 
of her naked and palsied arm, extended to present 
the gift. St. Elmour hastily seized a rusty ^reapoD, 
hid it within his vest, and followed swiftly the 
wild and devious footsteps of his foster-mother. 

*' There's a twist for you now !" cried Tade, 
^^ off she goes with that scatterlin', through all this 
howl and hubbub, when the very trees are cryin' 
out for shelter. Call her back ! call back last 
Sunday, 'twould come as soon ! I knew he'd 
squinch her little spark of sense ! To her haunts 
she'll hike ; there's no standing 'gainst her when 
she gets rnmbunctious — and brewin' mischief both 
of uni. The holy priest's at hand to spoil their 
fun, that's one comfort ; he'll cool their courage 
with a whacking penance. — But this minds me of 

his lodgin'; I must tidy up the room a little 

Denny died in that one ; I haven't heart to opeu 
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it; 'tia my own bed I'll give liitn. The pious 
Father will be 'specting me to bring him here — 
Jerry ngain, he'll want me there ; 'tia a thousand 
legs I need, as long too as a gra8hop])ers ; but we 
mustn't stand and sulk because we haven't wings 
to fly ivith." He looked around; the rush-light 
flared and dripped, Tade darted to the nook where 
it was lodged, and with hie flame-proof Angers 
hastily removed the superfluoua wick. " No more 
windin'sheetB to skeer us if you plase my farthing's 
worth; now for a board to keep the blast out; 
now we'll bar the door." He continued his ar- 
rangements. " Was that a moan ? no 'twas the 
wind — no 'twas a voice ! " Who calls ? — I can't 
hear myself for tremblin' !" There goes the slates, 
the I'aftere will come following after. Well, that 
flogs all the thundcrin' we ever seen ! — flash, flash, 
dasli, rumble, rumble, rumble ! the ground is 
<{iiakin', the world's going round, I'm on my 
head — stand steady man, what aila you? the 
fairies are on foot, the wall's moving ! the divil's 
at the door, the bar is splitting — there's a de- 
luding voice ! — 'tisn't you, you're dead, I don't 
b'lieve you! — Agbost! a ghost! a ghost! I'm 
gone ! I'm gone !" he shouted, as Ids frail barricade 
was broken in, and two figures, wi'apped in dark 
lioodcil cloaks, rushed intu the crumbling ruin. 
p 2 
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The tempest in my mind 
Doth rrora my senses take all feeling else, 
Sare what beats thera. King Lear. 



A FAINT sfnun of heavenly harmony recalled 
the monk from dreamy musing ; the tremuloiui 
melody seemed wafted by some dying sainty whose 
timid n^arbling^ scarcely displacing ether, stole 
solemn on the stillness^ then died away in tarem- 
bli ng, plaintive close. 

^^ Mj'steriofis power ?" exclaimed the monk, 
" m}'steriou8, awful power ! that links the present 
with the past, restoring images long unseen, re- 
viving feelings long controlled ; and dost thou too, 
deceive my surer sense? — but no, the seraph singB 
again ; the sounds approach.'^ 

A grated door of ornamented iron ivork, that 
o|>cned from the choir into the chancel, was un- 
closed ; a shadowy form, an*ayed in purest w^hite, 
advanced with head meekly inclined, slowly- as- 
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cendui} the steps leading to the altar, and pros- 
trated herself before the ehrine. After some 
moments giveu to eilent prayer, she half I'iused 
Iierself, pressed her hand upon the marble pave- 
ment, then to her Iieart and brow. " Cold, cold," 
she ejaculated, " alike instinct with life and feel- 
ing; spirits cannot wed; Saviour I come !" She 
arose, plucked from her fair and glossy ringlets a 
bridal wreath, unclasped the brilliant gems that 
circled her throat and arms, bowed humbly, and 
laid them beneath the crucifix; then, turning 
slowly, her deep blue eyes — heart saddening in 
their liquid melancholy — fell upon the figure of the 
monk. " Father !" she exclaimed, clasping her 
hands, while her wan check glowed with mo- 
mentary bloom, " Father ! already hero ! Heaven 
sends the mercy of one brief confession ; hear me, 
thou holy man !" She sank upon her knees. 
" To-morrow, if spirit animate this wasted form, 
I wed ; a good and generous man will claim fulfil- 
ment of a sacred promise, won by the pleading of 
my earthly parent. Father, my heart is heaven's! 
yet — once it sought another rest — I loved ! I had 
a human idol ! the purposes of life wei-e all for- 
gotten! victim of visionary hopes, of wild ima- 
giniiigs, I woke from cherished dreams to struggle 
with an unrequited passion. Religion was my 
refuge. — How the rebellious spirit strove .' I have 



318 THE FREDICTIOir. 

started, shuddering, from a Saviour's semblance ! 
the image of him I prayed against, usurped the 
place of him I prayed to ! — At last the snare was 
broken, but the heart was broken too* To save a 
darling friend I sought my life's preserying ; the 
dying flame burned brightly for awhile, lit up by 
energy in her dear cause; she feared I would 
avow myself the bride of Heaven, and joined a 
weeping parent's intercession. Father, my gnilt 
is heinous ; I trifled with a noble heart ! what 
mitigation that its worth was known too late? my 
band was promised. Providence was just in re- 
tributive wrath; to prove the weakness of my 
will, the vainness of my wish, it led me hither ; I 
met with him I once had loved so madly— di 
Father, spare me not ! heap shame, and uro, and 
judgment on my fault — I loved again !** 

The monk compassionately stooped to raise the 
prostrate penitent, who, in the anguish of avowed 
debasement, had fallen at his feet. — << You cling 
not to your error still my child?" 

" No," she exclaimed, fervently; «< Heaven 
tempered wrath with pity ; again I conquered, bat 
life's frail thread, exhausted by the effort, soon 
must snap; I hoped its stubborn twine woold 
yield ere I became a wife. Father, to-night by 
preparation T would string my mind to meet to- 
morrow' «nd I would wear the garments 
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oF a. Ijindu, but my senses sometiinca waiitltr ;" — ■ 
she looked stround. — ** Where — where is poor Eva's 
wreath, her wedding pomp?" 

" Ih Heaven !" said the monk, impressively; 
*' tliy garland there, freshened by contrite teai's, 
shall, with k Saviour's grace, encircle thee ! Re- 
tire my child; Heaven accepts thy penitence, 
awards no penalty for thy absolved transgression." 

Eva, soothed into composure, again knelt; her 
eyes, filled with tears, beamed un the monk an 
upward humble look of apeechieBs reverence. — " I 
had heard your healing charity extolled, good 
Father ; the inmates of a. ruined hovel whifh, 
through sympathy and sadness, I have often vi- 
sited, first told me of you; your eulogy was 
mingled with the troubled ravings of the maniac, 
while the deep fervour of her grandchild " 

" Hush, daughter !" said the monk, " measure 
not man's worth by man's applause; my luddeii 
frailty far surpasses thine ! Footsteps approach ; 
another may rer|uire my ministry; I would detach 
my thoughts from thy affliction. We shall meet 
again." 

Eva arose, bent lowly to the monk, more loivly 
to the shrine, and gliding noiselessly, unclosed the 
grated door and disappeared, while the monk re- 
treated from the chancel to the gloom of the dis- 
tant confessional. 

The cliapel bell tolled slowly the eleventh hour ; 
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thelioly man had farced his tbougbts from earib 
to Heaven, and scarcely heeded the eDtranoe of a 
person through the doorway near the altar. It 
was a female, whose black robes swept the marUe 
pavement of the centre aisle, as she traversed it 
with irr^ular steps, now panmng, now pacni^ 
rapidly the gloomy nave, now mattering^ wildly — 
*' These tortures do not rend my heart — ^'tis iron ! 
If my brain hold out to-night Hwill nerer burst ! 
— crown me one venture more, one daring ven- 
ture, and I am rock, adamant; I revel in the 
luxury of full security, my midnight hanntings 
vanish — I am free !" 

A hollow sound was heard, prolonged by douUe 
reverberation ; she listened breathlessly^ her eyes 
fixed in wild glare, her form bent forward in 
shuddering expectation. *^ 'Twas but the echo of 
my footsteps," she gasped, ^^ it could be nothing 
more; tlio thrill was agonizing, it pierced my 

brain ! momentary — it had been mortal else ! 

Was that the crashing of the tempest? — Oh 
witigod consumer, might I direct thy bolt but for 
a moment I" She moved towards the lamp which 
hung from the roof. " Time, time, thou creeping 
unseen agent, quick, consummate my purpose !' 
She pauHcd, gazed at her watch as though she 
marked the minute'"- ^'^^t, then sank before the 
shrine in deep a Silence reigned un- 

broken, save by rolling angrily; at 
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lengtli the heavy clang agnin was heard, noting 
the midnight hour. " Safe t safe !" she cried, 
with sudden energy springing from her lowly 
posture, " 'tis past, and he appears not ! — Ecstasy — 
I breathe — the weight is off my brain, the shackles 
off my hauds^Miriam, I soar, I trample thee ! I 
hold thy heart strings ! thy best beloved, I rule 
despotic ! — Triumph ! — Ha ! who grasps my 
hand ?— Vanesk ! St. Elmour ! Charles !" 

" I answer to your treble greeting — Beatrice ! 
Countess ! Cousin .' — Long may we date our fel- 
lowship — and firm — and faithful !" A dark scowl 
heightened the distortion of his blighted linea- 
ments — " 'tis well, for friends estranged bocome 
infuriate foes — implacable 1" 

The ijuiet pcacefulness of the lady's brow be- 
trayed not the fiery throb that beat beneath it ; 
calm and unwrinkled, it symbolized the tranquillity 
of guiltless repose. 

" Beatrice," cried St. Elmour, vehemently, 
" can nothing stir the curtain of your caution, 
startle you into consciousness !" 

" Of what Sir ?*' said the Countess, haughtily, 
" reproach, from you at least, awakens no re- 
morse." She drew her stately figure to its height, 
end moved towards the door, 

" Wonderful !" ejaoulated St. Elmour, " hy- 
pocrisy herself might blush to be thus rivalled hy 
p 2 



322 THE PSKDicnov. 

her votary. Stop, Madam, stir not, or at the 
risk of liberty, of life, I rouae tbe castle and 
prociaiin 

** Yoor own rashness, jronr insanity f^ inter- 
mpted the Coantess — ^ Charles, Charles, let thn 
taunt and dark suggestion shape itself into some 
distinct and open charge ; of what do yoa sospeet 
me?* 

*< Three times have I escaped the mnrderer^s 
knife by miracle !" exclaimed SU Elm<nir ; ^ to- 
night, unarmed and desperate, I straggled with 
terrific odds, I griped the yillain^s throat who 
would have struck me to the heart; him hoarse 
and gasping call on his companions was uttered 
in a foreign tongue; your followers, lady, are 
Italians, yourself alone acquainted with my lork- 
ingplace, my haunts, my movements." 

^^ Cupidity will pry as keenly as affection," 
cried the Countess, hastily ; ^^ say, is not Claudio 
here ? that sly Italian, confederate with those who 
once before, incited by desire of those gems you so 
heedlessly display — Charles you remenaber! I 
need not dwell on that dark mystery ! The na-* 
tives here are poor ; a hint of wealth would hind 
a horde to grasp it." 

St. Elmour^s brow grew darker, his lipg were 
more compressed ; she took bis hand ; the plead- 
ing expression of her searching eye, powerful in 
the silent f^»'><^^ric of beauty, seemed to fascinate 
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tlie gloomy soul of her companion, and steal from 
Iiis vaciltatiug mind its last efTort at stability. 

" We pass this matter for the present. Madam ; 
reply lo more straitforward charge. Why evade 
your solemn promise ? Have I not conformed to 
your sovereign rescript, even with slavish defer- 
ence ? with most unnatural abandonment re* 
iiounced my cliild, my only child, my uncomplain- 
ing Eva? Has not your idol had her fill of admi- 
ration? followed, exalted, clung to, while my 
Eva .' — 'Tib time to leave your miuiou, Madam, 
and you shall !" 

" And does your dull perception point to the 
Countess Katheren ?" said Beatrice, with deep 
earnestness, while a smile which conveyed at once 
triumph and contempt, flitted over her features. 

" It poiuts to the wife of your aoo," observed 
St. Elmour. 

" To the pupil of Miriam Mornington ]" added 
the Countess, bitterly; " Charles, in that short 
ueutence is comprised a world of hate, of deadly 
vengeance — sacrifice ! youf sacrifice \ and have I 
shrunk from full equivalent? — my child! my 
son ! — Chai'los," she continued rapidly, " you 
doubt the heart which hares itself before you; to 
wring the soul of her I loathed from instinct, even 
in thoughtless infancy, to compass the downfal 
of those cherished hopes she builds on Kathcren'a 
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rectitude, I risk — risk ! 'tis more ! — the life of 
Momington !" 

St. Elmour gazed; astonishment and incredu- 
]ity struggling for mastery. 

^^ There is my secret," she resumed, ^ and if 
you please to term it so, my crime ; for this I 
cling to her, for this my vow to you is unfulfilled ; 
give me but time for vengeance Charles ** 

He grasped her arm; ^^ Is that the boundary of 
your subtle stratagem ? You would again delude 
me into solitary banishment — Beatrice, whatever 
fate assigns me in the unseen wheel of fortune^ 
fetters, freedom, exile, you shall share ! a public 
right shall ratify the legitimacy of our connexioD, 
and speedily — no subterfuge Madam, no evasion !'' 

" Be it so," said the Countess, calmly, ** but 
remember, compliance is not won by your com- 
mand ; I might repel your threats with proud 
defiance, for what memorial lives there of our 
secret compact ?" 

^' 'Tis time to check that boast Madam ; wt 
will renew our league to-morrow, and each to the 
other swear, undying fealty." 

" To-morrow !" she exclaimed, while the spasm 
which might have betrayed her inward shudder 
passed away as she hastily drew her hand across 
her brow ; " to-morrow ! — here ! — stand con- 
fessed within !" 
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*' Within the place which registers my crime, 
you would exclaim," added St. Elmour, " Beatrice, 
I am desperate ! — I look around — there lies the 
mother I destroyed, un honored by monumental 
blazonry, and there, beneath that pompous slab, 
the clay from which has sprung a more vindictive 
spirit to urge the fiat which confines my all of 
hope to earth. — Who stung me into madness — 
taunted me with weakness — who? — Your every 
bidding is fulfilled ; the bribe was rich^ was won, 
and I will keep it. Chance works with me for 
once ; the aged priest who might detect his pupil 
even beneath this hideous mask of nature's wrath- 
ful handicraft, lies paralysed; a stranger will 
perform the rite appointed for to-morrow." 

The Countess pondered. ^^ True," she said, 
" you are safe ; your sister only, and your old 
friend El win — but they are sure— Sir Charles 
Egerton has never seen you — I must apprise my 
son, and for the rest I care not. 'Tis my custom 
Charles, to contemplate every risk, that in ex- 
igency I may be tranquil ; but you merit not the 
wary caution of a friend so tried. — Farewell. — To^ 
morrow. Sir, shall certify my faith !" 
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CHAPTER IV, 



The brides they were two, and the bridegrooms were Iwaia, 
And two of the four shall be married again ; 
When maids to the altar a second time go, 
Their chance is not even for weal or for wo. 



" This song hopped into my head this morning 
as I twisted the holly round them pillars there^ 
aunt." 

" Your mirth is not reverend, Jeremiah ; it 
misbefits both place and purpose." The repri- 
mand was delivered by an ancient dame, who, 
Trith more skill than strength, was furbishing the 
chased and massive silver ornaments that lay on 
the sacramental table in the chapel of Ounane. 

^' If weddings and whiskey don't make fun, I 
wonder what will?" ejacidated Jeremiah, con- 
tinuing the decorations suggested by his rustic 
fancy. 

" Whiskey !" reoeated the dame, angrily, « why, 
Jeremiah, why jrmit such thin^ to pass 

your lips ?" 
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** A word isn't the tiling itself, though it might 
stand for it, as you might for mc, aunt Chusy," 
observed the accurate philologist. 

" Fun !" resumed Mrs. Susan, pursuing the 
thread of her own thoughts, rather than attending 
to the profound illustrations of her companion. — 
" Fun !" she repeated, with a quick vibratory 
movement of her head, which, but for the corking 
pin and tocque, might have disarranged the high 
caul of stiffened cambric. 

'' Sure enough," responded Jeremiah, " funeral 
begins with fun — put there I guess to show us the 
folly of it; 'twixt you and I, aunt Chusy, Fm not 
lamenting that the day is gone, for such a wedding 
day I never witnessed." 

'* And I the like but once before," said Mrs, 
Susan, ^^ and should these 'spousals turn out as 
the last^ " 

" You mean when poor Miss Kathrin married 
that grand, pale, miserable looking lord. — What a 
face she had ! her very forehead laughed ! — such 
beauty was too bright to last, aunt Chusy !" 

" And now," said the matron, deeply sighing, 
" her cheek is without rose or dimple !" 

" Fll tell you wliat," said Jerry, drawing near 
his aged relative, his tone sinking to a whisper, 
" 'tis, as our darling, dear, dead Judy wrote us, 'tis 
all along o' that inthricate one, that moves among 
urn like a black cloud in a bright blue sky, coming 
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over their mirth with death in its tsul ; I once see 
a water spout " 

^^ Hush !" said tlie old woman, '* wlio spoke Y" 

*^ Mightn't it be myself, Ma'am ?* gasped the 
frightened Jeremiah, ^^ spout was my last word — ^' 

The dame held her finger suspensively for a 
moment. ^^ 'Twas a wild curse !" she whispered. 

^< We'll trim the Uimp and light tlieai silver 
sconces there," said the trembling Jerry ; <^ 'tis bat 
an hour to midnight; let's stand clear of that 
awsome woman's name." 

'^ Could my youth have dreamed that my old 
age would shiver at sight of my lady's child !" 
sighed Susan, resuming her occupation. 

" Leave oflF botherin' yourself with brightnin' 
them candlesticks, aunt," said Jeremiah ; << I'll 
finish um myself, if you'll only stop to keep the 
heart in me ; they'd have been done in a glifiT only 
for Tady baulking us." 

" 'Tis fit employ for the oldest servant of the 
house," said Susan, mournfully. 

" A fine shew !" ejaculated Jeremiah^ <« all for 
a foreigner; Madam St. Elmour could trate her 
own flesh and blood no handsomer." 

^' And who'll go to gainsay that she's a Ma- 
earthy?" responded Mrs. Susan. 

" A twig of that tree shoot all the way to Ingee !** 
stammered the wondering Jerry. 

"My' ' N>dings and clear gleamings were 
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caiight from my dear lost Judith's letter," sighed 
Mrs. Susan, " that weeny one is not what they 
would pass hei- for." 

" Death won't pass lier, any how !" said Jeriy, 
sadly ; " his hoof has marked that hollow under 
them purty eyes of hers; she looksasaintalready; 
white from top to toe; more like nuns tlian brides 
they're dressed ; nothiu' merry 'raongst um, but 
Mistress Elwin's pink poplin !" 

" Where can Tade tarry so long?" said the old 
woman, " tlie company will soon be coming." 

" I've sent Miss Eva's blacky to look for him," 
said Jerry, " the Banshee screeched twice in last 
night's storm; 'twasn't for Tade I hope; still 
somethin' strange must keep him, when he knows 
the power o' work to do. Had we a thousand 
hands, and every hand ten thousand thumbs, tliat 
Priscy Crumpet's cry would fasten um all to her 
own tail !" 

" A thrifty pains-taker," observed Mrs, Susan ; 
" so fond of her young master too, that she would 
cook his wedding feast herself." 

" Not so much as a mite parted the holy Friar's 
jaws all day," said Jeremia)i ; "shut up, fastin' 
and groanin', prayin' and penancin' with Father 
Karwiu. — A fine finitih that blessed roan is 
makiu'l^Tliere goes the lialf-hour; the strokes 
had a queer twang Aunt Chusyj our people will 
soon be here, all in a row at the further end 
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the Madam wishes iU'' Some one knocked 
gently at the western doon *^ 'Tis blacky, aunt, 
now we'll hear tidin's of our Tade.*' 

The n^ro entered, but paused ere he advanced, 
casting a timid look around. 

^^ What are your toad's eyes squintin* through?" 
enquired Jerry, hastily. 

*^ Bad men about," whispered the boy, drawing 
near, on tip-toe ; ^^ they search me, call me spy, 
beat me, say I'm in bond wid Duppy«" 

*^ Only some fun of our gossips,*' cried Jerry, 
grinning ; ^^ they owe you a grudge Bong^, 'eaose 
you won't wash ; you should wear yomr white 
face at a weddin' boy." 

" Negro never wear two face," said Bonja, 
sullenly. 

*' Well, well," cried Jerry, " you \irear two 
feet I hope; did they carry you my errand,--^ 
Where's Tade ?" 

The negro pointed to the tomb, and wiped his 
eyes. 

" Dead !" ejaculated Jeriy. 

" Buried " blubbered Bonja. 

" Leave of snivelling your fool's litany,** shout- 
ed Jeremiah, ^^ my heart thumps 'gainst my ribs 
like a horse shoe ! — Who kilt him ?— What buried 
him ?" 

" Speak ^ '" "'•ied the trembling Susan. 

*« God'£ TO, the cot's roof bury him !" 
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Baid the boy, wringing his bands ; " Claudio come 
wid me; we find stones, rubbish, sticks; no 
fleshy creature ; all perish in storm !" 

" My sister, my poor lieeii," gasped Susan. 

" Tady, Tady," shouted Jeremiah, " buried 
alive! buried alive!" 

" No," was uttered, loudly and elirilly. 

" God hiesa the speaker if 'twasn't Satan him- 
self!" cried Jerry, dropping on his knees; " save 
you kindly friend, say it again." 

"No! no!" rose clearly, then died away in 
hollow murmur. Tlie negro looked aghast, while 
Jerry, relieved from the greater fear again felt 
the throe of superstitious terror. Susan reverently 
crossed her wrinkled forehead, and breathed a 
heartfelt laud, while her nephew bustled and 
chattered, to drown his fears. " Time flies; we 
must tell the priest that all is ready; stick them 
waxers in the sockets Bongy; I'll lift um up 
myself," He approached the allar to jtlace the 
candles in their massive etands. " Isn't this a 
poor case," he cried, stopping at the pillar which 
stood nearest the shrine; "we twisted the ivy 
twice round that perplexin' post this very day, 
and not a leaf is left. — But what's all this?" 
glancing at the crucifix, *' are you blind, aunt 
Cliusy, can't you look ?" 

** My eyes are indeed dim," said the agfd ma- 
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tron, deliberately arrangiDg her spectacles, *^ what 
is the matter Jeremiah T* 

<< A miracle's the matter why V* said the stariog 
nephew ; ^'my ivy twist tamed into a lily crown — 
'tis shewn that I'm a bom saint — St. Patrick him- 
self was never sent so fine a sign ! — ^And stones, 
aunt Chusy, raal ones by their glister. — ^Mightn't 
I be a made man, Ma'am ? the fairies ofltimes take 
a generous fit'^ 

*' Silence ! vain fool," said Mrs. Sasan, sharply; 
<< be glad your tongue don't cleave to the roof of 
your unholy mouth, while uttering such sa- 
crilege !" 

" Whisht my jewel," cried Jerry, dropping the 
gems, and hastily arranging the tall tapers, << onr 
people be upon us." 

The followers of the Macarthy family, headed 
by Thadeus Sweeney, now entered, and ranged 
themselves at the lower end of the chapel ; Jerry 
bounded forward to greet his recovered comrade, 
but Tade, with mystic air of solemn self-impor- 
tance and most uncharacteristic gesture, enforcing 
silence, placed Mrs. Susan at the bead of the 
household servants, then took his own stand 
amidst the humbler peasantry. Two of the 
females, unlike their jaunty gossips, were closely 
hooded, and enveloped by long frieze cloaks, yet 
Tade seemed most particular in marshalling those 
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lowly lasses in such a way as that each might 
have^ in turn, his ear and tutelage* 

*^ A tester to twopence halfpenny,'' muttered 
Jerry, ^< there's something in the wind of our 
Tade ; he tries to look little and can't help looking 
big. But what does the lawyer want, sneakin' in 
like a rat, an' skulkin' into that nook there ? — 
Come to beg a blessing on his 'postasy from his 
dying uncle, the shrimpeen ! — ^Well Bongy, you 
and I will j(^ and take our stations with the 
rest." 

They had scarcely done so when the n^ro 
whispered — '< Bad men that beat me, creep in 
Massa Jerry, behind backs they slink ; now they 
cram into corner, near Massa Karwin." 

<< What's Tade thinkin' of, that he didn't fasten 
the door behind him?" grumbled Jerry; " cro- 
nawning with them two blinded beauties there.-^— 
What business have the lawyer to bring his pick 
thank proctors here? I'll shoulder um out I 
will." 

At this moment, and before Jerry could act to 
his threat, the private door at the eastern end of 
the chapel was thrown open, and the bridal pro^ 
cession appeared. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Pause ! pause ! the brink is near, and far below 
The torrent marks, with hoarse and hollow roar, 
Throagh the deep subterrane its whirling flow. 
The clouds arc riven— pause ! dull thunders o^cr 
Earth's darken'd dome are hcap'd thy fated bead 
To crush ! the cavern'd demons shout ; thy tread 
Shakes the o'erhanging cliff—* HeaTen*8 forked flash 
Strikes the doom'd wretch— a shriek ! a «nllen plash ! 

CovEUED with a long white veil, and clingiDg 
for support to her sister bride, came Eva; she 
was followed by young Elwin and Eklward 
Jermyn, between whom walked, with an air of 
thoughtful haughtiness, the still brilliant Ka- 
theren, who, though she leaned familiarly on her 
old friend George, yet seemed through courtesy 
alone to touch the arm of her sister's husband. 
Sorrow had slightly bent the figure of Mrs. 
Jermyn since we last beheld her, had deepened 
the lines on her brow, and imparted to her coun- 
tenance a character of settled sadness. The union 
of her son and ward seemed to give no joy that 
could cheat remembrance, or divert the current of 
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Dome deep disquietude. She advanced, supported 
by Doctor Ehviu and Sir Charles Egerton, took 
licr place near the altar, and, after glancing with 
intense fondness at her eon and Beatrice, fixed an 
eye of tearful reproachful despondency on Ka- 
theren. The look became too searching for the 
object of its scrutiny, who hastily turned to make 
way for the ample folds of Mrs, Elwin's pink 
poplin. Our ' very particular' old friend, with 
flushes and smiles of elation, which she vmnly en- 
deavoured to subdue into the semblance of meek 
contentment, resigning the nrm of her son-in-law 
Moreland, placed herself close as Ler circum- 
ference of hoop would permit to the young 
Countess, and was scarcely able to suppress a 
scream of satisfaction when she beheld her darling 
George take the hand of the heiress, restrained, 
alone, by the pleading looks of Lucy and Lady 
Moreland, from pouring forth her transport in the 
ear of Katheren. Lastly, as if scorning the pre- 
cedence which her rank might claim, her black 
robes singularly contrasting mth tlie gayer gar- 
ments of the guejjts, and the snowy white of 
the brides' apparel, came tlie stately Beatrice, 
leaning on her son, whom Jerry had most appro- 
priately designated ' the pale, miserable looking 
lord.' Many stolen glances of coinmiseration, 
many of throbbing anxiety, and one of deep rooted 
though concealed devotion, were directed towards 
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poor Momington, as he slowly, and i^th the so- 
lemnity of settled resignation to the gloom of an 
earthly destiny, ascended the steps leading to the 
altar, and, quitting his mother, took the disengaged 
hand of the passive, motionless Eva* 

The Countess, mean-while, stood apart, as if 
isolated by the prestige of her gloomy grandeur, 
fronting the shrine, and last in the range of female 
spectators; her piercing eye scrutinized every 
quarter of the chapel ; a smile of mingled pity 
and contempt curled her lip, as she beheld the 
shrinking Mrs. Elwin seize the arm of her daugh- 
ter. Lady Moreland, and draw her into closer con- 
tact with herself, in order that she might escape 
the slightest approximation to the object of her 
secret terror, aversion, and wonder; Tirhile the 
more subdued, though not less profound dislike of 
the good Doctor was manifested by the courtesy 
with which he also shrunk from his majestic 
neighbour, as if scrupulous of interfering with the 
falls of her graceful drapery. 

Deep stillness succeeded the slight rustle of ar- 
rangement. Some of the humbler spectators were 
fixed in gaping admiration, the rest in serious and 
mute expectancy. A tall nun-like figure entered 
from the latticed door of the choir, advanced with 
the fixed look of unearthly abstraction, and paus- 
ing at the tomb of Lady Mary St. Elmour, seemed 
for a moment won to a feeling of worldly regret 
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Hs she glanced from the marble record to the 
grandcliild of lier it commemorated ; then, folding 
her arms, she stood like the sculptured effigy of 
devotion beside her mother's grave. 

" 'Tis the Madam," whispered Tade to one of 
his muffled neighbours, " 'tis the last of the 
M'Carthies ! I mean of the female breed in the 
right line." The " no" of his incognila was lost 
in a choking sob. 

Low as were the whisper and reply, they struck 
distinctly on the awful silence which followed the 
appearance of Mary St. Elmour, and again the 
searching eye of the elder Beatrice resumed its 
keen inspection. 

" His Holiness ia forgettln' himself an' ourself," 
muttered Jeremiah, " 'tisn't eonvanient to keep 
the poor bridegroom all in a twitter, like a half- 
starved swallow, wid only the left hand of his 
lady-bird; step behind baclts through the west 
door BoHgj', an' t«ll him " 

"Hark!" whispered the boy, with uplifted 
finger; a measured footfall was heard threading 
the passage which communicated from the castle 
to the chapel; a reverential buzz greeted the monk, 
as h« strode along the aisle, his cowl half shading 
his features. The peasantry and household knelt 
to i-eceive the impressive benediction ; — the monk 
then placed himself beside the altar, and, in 
low emphatic tone, commenced the ceremony. 

VOL. 111. e 
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Mrs. Jermyn tremUed, tHmed paler tban laAn, 
and Ibteued with breathless atteutiop; asEglil 
noise drew the obsenratian of afl towaida Ac qpoC 
whence it proceeded; a ^f^re seemed to have 
started from the pillar near wbii^ it stao^ indi 
folded arms and frownii^ brow, tall, up t^ h t, ap- 
parently immovable, even as the ecrfimiii. The 
monk turned toward the intruder^ and waved hit 
hand with a gesture of earnest entreaty. The 
stranger remained heedless and OEiotiiniless. The 
bride, uttered a faint exclamation^ Momingtea 
supported her, and the ceremony proeeeded* The 
lipA of Eva moved, but emitted no sound. Sa- 
theren impatiently bent forward, and Femoved the 
veil from the face of her friend; it was eolonrless; 
the eyes, tliough they seemed to have no ajqire- 
hension of outward objects, were intently fixed 
upon the monk ; he started ; recollections wiiidi 
had been interrupted by occurrences monstrous 
and harrowing, at once revived ; his voice grew 
tremulous, his words troubled; be ceased; a 
struggling sigh was the only response of Eva. 
Tbe monk resumed, and in a few moments yoong 
Elwin clasped the chilly fingers of his bride. 

Tlie movements and speech of the spectators 
seemed suspended by the extraordinary apparition 
that had so singularly obtruded itself, looking like 
the dead among the living, and gazing moamfolhr 
at Eva. Congratulation faded on the lip of Mrs. 
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Elwin, as she commenced a terrified, trembling 
examiiiiitioa of the stranger's person; on one 
heart the icy weight of horror sank Lea^Hly, 
althougli its possessor wore a brow of unruffled 
peaceful a ess. 

" 'Tis the very man, Emmar, 'tis the murderer !" 
whispered the shaking Mrs, Elwin. 

The monk waved the peasantry to quit the 
chapel ; they obeyed reluctantly, each castii^ 
towards the chancel furtive glances of dismay and. 
astonishment. Tade and his incognite deliberately 
joined the houBehold, who seemed, in all humi- 
lity, to await a more decided and sanctified dis- 
missal. The Priest raised his hands to pronounce 
the final blessing. 

" Pardon, holy Father, I too, supplicate your 
ministry !" 

All turned towards the strange petitioner ; the 
interruption was more fearful than, even, the pre- 
vious suspense. The monk hastily approached 
the speaker, and whispered, " Peril is in tlie 
flitting moment ; I see your danger; fly!" 

The stranger, after a moment's pause, repeated 
aloud, in a deep lirm voice, " Holy Father, I too, 
supplicate your ministry." 

"Infatuated man! retreat is still possible — ■ 
come — ray person shall be your safeguard." 

" Holy Father, I once more supplicate your 
ministry ?" exclaimed the other, in a tone of uii- 
22 
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altered decision ; ^ jroa bare no pica far refonD^ 
to unite tiro persons long affiaoecd — ^ 

^^ Aod equally soUeitona?^ intcrrnpted tbe 
monk, eagerly. 

The stranger approached the line of lemales; 
his countenance assumed a siogolar ezpressioD, 
half earnest, half derinve. — ^^ Beatrice, Countea 
of Blessingbam, satisfy the scmples of this reve- 
rend questioner; nay Madam, urby that peerii^ 
glance? can any other than yoiuraelf determine 
in this matter ? Your modesty perhapa doth mar 
confession." 

Surprise seemed to palsy the spectator^ bat 
Eva was startled into consciousnesa. 

<* SiKsak Madam, think you these pillars will 
render up another witness to testify to your 
assent." 

" Sir," said Momington, advancing, *« your 
penetration will certainly ascribe my long for- 
bearance to amazement at your presumptioo; 
unhand my mother, and retire ; we may meet in 
place less sacred — ^in season more propitious for 
arrangement." 

" Boy," exclaimed the other, ** presumptioa 
did you say?" His breast heaved as if labouring 
to vent the fulness of his fury — ** now ivith one 
word could I transfix you. — Boy ! driveller ! there 
is an epithet more stinging stilL" 

<^ It is my father, it is my father I" gasped the 
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sbttdderiug Eva ; " Mornington, it is poor Eva's 
father ! oh let me mediate ! — " 

*« Speak Madam," shouted St, Elmour, " or by 
the " 

" Profane not the altar of your God, add not to 
the crimes that call for Heaven's thunder; the 
arm is stretched forth, the sword uplifted — be- 
gone {" The monk waved his hand authoritatively. 

" With the public warranty that this woman is 
my wife," cried St. Elmour. 

*' Woman !'* repeated Mornington, *^ rude, un- 
licensed, cowardly intruder !** 

*' Wait you for a term more opprobrious still ?" 
shrieked St. Elmour, " hear it, hear it — ** 

The Countess laid her hand upon his arm; 
^^ Cease, Sir, cease this most unseemly uproar ; 
with my son I stand or fall ; retract your re- 
vilings, or " 

" I know the penalty of opposition," said St. 
Elmour, fiercely, " I would hear the reward of 
obedience, were Hell to yawn and claim me at 
expression of my fixed resolve ; I would " 

<' Blasphemer ! madman !" whispered the monk, 
** one word and you are lost." 

" I swear never to forego my purpose," ex- 
claimed St. Elmour ; ^ let her meet the conse- 
quences of defiance with equal firmness ! union 
or division, the acme of deadly enmity, of immi- 
tagable, imperishable rancour — still silent, Ma- 



! stH] gimp aft if yoaor gianee worid wvm 
into life those sciilptured imtBfgfm to diidd yon 
Irom my most legitimate dmm ? w« tire this ho- 
BooraUe oompanr," be added, aurcastiGidly ; ^* it 
were meet we duould lewaid thm patienee with 
Ike wooden of a 8tnmf;e Vnt Toritabie taJe.** 

5Iormi^toD a^un straggled in the gnap of 
Eva, wbose toqpor seemed now tnmaferred to 
Katheren ; this latter had booit torwmtd her beao- 
tiful bead; pale aod fixed, the lips ludf parted, it 
looked like a marUe bust ; no quivering of the 
eyelid obstmcted her stediast gaze at the grimy 
fierce, untameable object of her borror. St 
Elmour paused as he marked the piteous ex- 
pression of that exqiuate eonntenance ; striving 
to repress his better feelings, he reaamed more 
calmly, *^ My story will be as sincere as brief; 
that woman !" 

^^ Let me lead my mother from the presence of 
this ruffianly defamer !" said Morningrton, break- 
ing from the frenzied Eva. 

St. Elmour seized the lady's hand; his iron 
grasp seemed to rouse the Counteaa from her 
death-like immobility; she sank on her knees 
between the equally incensed opponents. — ^A 
mother's tenderness ! a mother's tli robbings ! the 
life of my darling, my only child ! Holy Father,'' 
she continued, with an air of promptitude and 
decision, <^ I acknowledge the validity of the 
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contract whicli binds me to tliis person ; I call on 
you to ratify it instantly." 

Moniingt'on tlung from him liis inotlier's hand, 
and linstily quitted the chajM;], 

The eye of the lady brightened as it glanced 
u]K>n a distant corner. 

*' And you persist in tlie espedieucy «f such 
union !" said the monk, emphatically. 

" We await your ministry," replied St. Elmoiir, 
impatiently, " I am silent to all irrelevant in- 
terrogatory." 

The monk drew closer; part of his address, 
though scarcely audible to him it concerned, 
reached the excited ear of the Count«ss ; " under 
what name ?" he whispered, " are these needless 
espousulo to be solemnized ?" 

St. Elmour started, and for the first time bent 
an eye of amazed scrutiny on tlic en<|uirer, 

" Vanesk," replied the lady, loudly and dis* 
tinctly. 

Scarcely was the name pronounced when the 
men noticed by tlie negro, springing from their 
concealment, rushed upon, and pinioned St. 
Elmour, whom surprise had rendered completely 
powerless. 

" Off! off!" exclaimed the monk, impetuously, 
" would you commit sacrilege, violate the temple 
of your maker, insult the shrine of your redeemer? 
The voice of the Oinuipoteut hath proclaimed thin 
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roof a sanctuary; off! off! before the curse of the 
withered hand, the torn heart fall upon you !" 

<< Wouldn't your jntiful Riverence abift the 
penance from us poor pinsioners on to the ahoul- 
thers of the lawyer there, the properest boy to 
bear it ?" said one of the men ; ^^ sure, your Ri- 
verence, wasn't it himself put us upon our pns in 
this job wid a promise of half the profits ? there 
he stands to the fore, sitting in the n<K>k beyont — 
ye won't go behint backs to falrafy our word, 
would ye, your worship?" continued the man, 
elevating his voice to quieken the tardy step ei 
his employer. Karwin, radeling, almost creefnng, 
advanced, looking like the subtle serpent who 
prepares to coil his crushing energies around his 
victim. 

" Mr. Karwin," said Doctor Elwin, <« hy what 
authority do you thus violate a place of religious 
worship ?" 

^^ By better authority than is yours for putting 
the question," replied Karwin, with a sneer; 
*^ that person is my prisoner; why he is so, 
neither he nor Dr. Elwin need seek to discover, 
it being already fully manifest to both.'' 

*^ Give us the word, Doctor Elwin your honor," 
said Tade, advancing, ^^ an' we'll soon nick them 
junketters; you and the squire only make the 
lawyer shew legs in a race, an' Jerry an' I will 
turn the hoofs o' them misbegotten garrons in no 
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time; what brought ye here aod never welcome 
you, ye cut-throat gang," he continued, gi-iping 
one of tlie men ; " don't I remember your phiz, 
Bill Dallon, in the pitch dark last night? ofFwid 
yourselves ! liike I say, or 'tis king's counsel I'll 
turn and hang you mH !" 

Karwin hastily drew forth a pistol : " Oppo- 
sition," said he, " will hut accelerate judgment — 
an outlaw's life is forfeit — Charles St. Elmour, I 
arrest you in the :" 

" Beware of mistake, Sir \" interrupted Doctor 
Elwin ; " this person seems an entire stranger." 

" And for that reason excites the solicitude of 
the philanthropic Doctor Elwin ;" observed Ka^ 
win, tauntingly, " satisfy yourself as to my dis- 
cretion Sir, my information is sure, I am justified 
in this proceeding, there is a character in that 
figure never to be forgotten." 

" True enough," sighed Mrs. Elwin, " he 
carries more marks than one, poor wretch !" 

" A carriage waits to convey the prisoner to 
Tralee;" resumed Karwin. 

" I offer the surety of my property ! of my 
person !" cried Doctor Elwin, eagerly. 

" Elwin, my tried, my faithful friend ! the iiat 
has gone forth, and I feel it is irreversible; teach 
Hie not to contend, but to submit; the calm of cer- 
tainty, even of such a certainty, is preferable to 
the tumultuous strivings of a life spent in a do- 
S3 
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Hrium of rage and regret — I confess to mj name 
-^-and my crime — let me be arraigrned as Charles 
St Elmoiu-." 

A doleful cry burst from the loiirer end <tf the 
chapel ; Eva could not shed a tear ; some myste- 
rious, some inevitable, unconjectared <xdamity, 
assuming each instant a coloring more confused 
and hideous, seemed lurking in the te^ning hoar. 
A pause of consternation succeeded the avowal 
of St. Elmour ; Karwin made a signal to his myr- 
midons ; they were leading off the prisoner whea 
a figure interposed — '* Mary !'* — " Charles ?* was 
ejaculated ^ St. Elmour flung off his guards, and, 
in a moment, the miserable brother and dster 
were locked in each other's embrace^ 

The monk left the altar, hurriedly advanced, 
seized the arm of Karwin, and exclaimed — <' In 
the name of the friends who fostered your infimey, 
let that man depart unfettered — look there," he 
added, pointing to the tomb, ^^ the impress of thai 
name is on your heart, or else you have none; 
spare her children ! hers !^ she calls to you from 
the grave, she adjures you through one long num- 
bered with the dead !*' 

The monk's voice had gradually risen to its 
highest pitch ; Karwin winced and trembled ; his 
glaring eyes were fixed upon the speaker, as if 
they would pierce the cowl. — " It is impossible," 
be stammered, ^< I am compelled.'^ 
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" Compelled !" thundered the monk, 
whom .'"' 

*' Head this ; the prisoner has been recognized, 
I daro not connive at hi« escape." Karwin pre- 
sented a paper, which the monk read aloud. 

" In a dcGcrted hovel, formerly inhabited by 
delinqnentB named Swceuoy, lurks tlie outlaw St. 
Elmour; you were coroner at the inquest held on 
^e body of Lord Conwaye, and are called upon 
to bring his murderer to justice ; the criminal is 
accustomed to wander among the mountains of 
the Reeks, and to frequent aglen called the Hag's 
Hollow ; let your force be efficient ; he is prepared 
for reaiHtance; distribute the cnciosed to your 
eubctrdinates, it will ebarpen their pursuit; destroy 
this paper, and be si'cret ; double the sum it con- 
tains shall reward discretion. The outlaw now 
bears the assumed name of Vanesk." 

" Avenging Heaven !" ejaculated the monk, 
" the price of blood is offered to the mercenary 
betrayer !" 

St. Elmour snatched the paper: " Climax of 
wickedness ! — monstrous ! — -incompreheDsiblfi ! — 
away I" he continued, fiercely addressing his as- 
sailants, who would ag^n Iiave seized him, *' I 
am your prisoner — guilty — but urge me not to 
fury — 1 ask a moment, one moment fur vengeance; 
dare not to oppose me ; I will rend him piecemeal 
vho approaches." The men fell back appalled; 
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he rushed towards the Countess ; Katheren threw 
lierself between them ; Doctor Elwin and the 
monk interposed. 

*^ Friends, friends," cried St. Elmoar, wildly 
and rapidly, " fear you for her Kfe ? would that I 
could add to it the infinity of futurity, attach to 
her, for countless ages, the infamy of my destiny! 
what after tortures can compare ^th those with 
which slie writhes when I prodaim her my wife ! 
mine long and lawfully! — ^her son a nameless 
beggar ! — and there — there," he shouted, pointing 
to Mrs. Jermyn and her son, ^' there stand the 
Countess and the Earl of Blessingham !'* 

Sir Henry Moreland darted forward, caogfat 
the fainting Katheren, and bore her from the 
chapel; thoy were followed by Lady Moreland 
and Lucy. 

*^ 'Tis all flam," said a voice, " a lie big^ enough 
to strangle Solomon !" One of Tade's damsels 
threw off her cloak, and caught the prisoner's 
arm — '^ was it for this," screamed the enraged 
girl, ^^ that I saved you from swimming in the 
tank, drowned like a gore cock in year own 
blood ! she is a Countess, every inch of her, an' so 
is my lord, or Tm not Judy Sweeney — ^but what 
keeps me talking here when my lady — she is a 
lady ! she is a lady !" vociferated the poor girl, 
with hysterical violence. Breaking from the em- 
braces of Mrs. Susan and Jeremiah, she displayed 
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her white teeth in a grin of defiance at the object 
of her wrath, and flew after Kuthercn. 

" Oh Sir !" cried the younger Beatrice, forget- 
ful of all save her darling sister; "recall such 
ungenerous, such untrue asecrtiou; brand not the 
husband of my " 

" Silence, Beatrice," said Sir Charles Egerton, 
sternly; he tiirued to St. Elraour — " You are 
prepared, Sir, to substantiate by irrefragable proof 
this extraordinary, almost incredible affirmation ?" 

" Proof," repeated St. Elmour; " had I more 
than my Jirm averment to offer would I this night 
have sought a confirmation of my rights over that 
woman? Two yeare Iw fore her invalid marriage 
with the late Lord Blessiogham, we were secretly, 
but legally united at Gijon, in Spain, where we 
were compelled to take refuge on our way to 
Ireland. I was led by her entreaties to conceal 
the marriage, as she either felt or pretended to 
feel unconquerable terror of her Irish relatives. 
The assiduities of my cousin, who considered her 
as his affiiinced wife, drove me to desperation; 
still she urged continued sccresy, representing the 
declining health of Lord Conwaye and the pr«>- 
bability of our being freed by his death from all 
restraint. At length concealment became no 
longer possible, I determined to throw myself on 
tlie mercy of my uncle, who 1 knew would rejoice 
ftt au event which liberated Conwaye from an 
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cngagemeffit thai both his parents deplored ; but 
Beatrice was importoiiate for flight; all was ar- 
ranged for oar secret departure by the smogglen 

Patrick and Coraelios Sweeney, irhen yoa 

know the rest,** be added, abroptly. 

The elder Beatrice smiled : ^ Pitj," she and, 
<< that so prompt and fluent a narrator shooM hS 
in consistency ! bat I will pass over the gtariag 
absardities of this romance : doabtlesa^ Sir^ 700 
have prepared some Toncber, sohomed sons 
witness, to corroborate a fiction irhieh 



^< Deep, subtle bypoerite,'' iotermpted St. 
Elmoor; *< to yoa I leave firand and fargaj/* 

^^ It is the mark of the aggressor,'' said the lady, 
soolly, ^* to exhale in invective, to apprapriate the 
honourable province of outraging the unprotected; 
in this assembly nor lip nor hand would stir in 
my defence ; vainly should I plead as a reviled 
and injured woman; even my request for per- 
mission to withdraw, that I may nerve myself to 
meet the foul allegation of a cowardly csdonuuator, 
will doubtless be rejected." 

^^ You are mistaken, Madam," said Sir Charles 
Egerton ; ^' for the sake of her who vras a mother 
to us both, / will be your defender if insolted, 
your advocate if wronged ; Mr. St. Elmoar, again I 
demand proof, substantial proof of your assertion?^ 

^' I have none," he replied, gloomily ; << the cer*» 
^iicate she destroyed — the witnesses are dead.'*- 
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The countenance of his interrogator fell ; he 
cast a pitying glance at the kneeling Miriiiai, who 
had covered her face and bent liei' head upon the 
altar ; while lier nou, with composed and dignified 
demennour, supported his wife, and firmly awaited 
the result. 

" Can credulity or even partiality affix faith to 
such assertion, after this forced acknowledge- 
ment ?" said the elder Beatrice; "without 
voucher or testimony to support his ridiculous 
statement, he comes forward with an absurd un- 
founded claim. Seven-and- twenty y cat's have 
elapsed since the date of this chimerical union !" 

" And at whose most abject supplication has 
that claim lain dormant?" vociferated St. Elmour; 
"Beatrice, there is a living proof of our connexion ; 
force me not to more ample confession; not for 
you, not for you would I be silent." 

" Unhand me," interrupted the lady; " I de- 
mand protectioD against this lawless man — who 
dares to authorize such violence ? who dares affirm 
belief in such a talc ?" 

" I !" said the monk, casting off his cowl. 

Oh ! to describe the start of horror at recog« 
nition of timt countenance! The cry that burst 
from St. Elmour swelled to a shout of triumph. 
" Karwin !" he exclaimed, " Karwin ! my long 
lamented friend ! twelve years the object of un- 
ceasing enquiry ! — is it possible ! — lead me to 
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bondage, to death — Karwin will prvidaim mj 
troth.— Ha ! the outlaw's wife ! the feloD's widov! 
the loathing crowd that throng to g;aze upon mj 
writhingB, will execnie thy name ! — Who wrote 
the mandate for her husband's dcMMn ? wrbo |daeed 
the cord upon his throat? the atain of mjr de- 
linquency fiides before thjr deeper g^t P* 

'^ Is it thus yon would anticipate the avfol 
sentence of the everlasting?" ioterropted the 
monk ; *^ I can attest the sincerity of joar tale, 
I can procure the certificate which eoopies the 
names of Charles St. Elmour aod Beatrice 
Sorenzo ; but on the verge of eternity aedc you 
revenge and justification, forgetful of ycnnr un- 
absolved and unrepented guilt. Charles, Charley 
must I indeed lament you as a lost, kwt ftiend f 
St. Elmour clasped the hands of Doctor Elwin 
and the monk. — '^ You have done more towards 
softening this callous heart, my friends, than years 
of suffering, secret but severe : I have battled with 
malignity proudly, I have been chafed, and galled, 
and maddened ; yet still unbowed ? hot yoor deep 
interest, your honest sorrow for a fallen man, I 
cannot bear unmoved — for you I will be hnmble — 
if possible — penitent. Through life has Beatrice 
Sorenzo been my basilisk and bane, the canse of 
my crime yet its avenger, the instigator of my 
guilt, the instrument of my condemnation ; yet 
even to her will I render the meed of justicse. She 
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knew not of my existence when she espoused the 
Earl of Bless! righam ; we were each deceived by 
my unfortunate foster-mothev into a belief that 
the other was dead; doubtless the lady's horror 
and anguish at a discovery wliich robbed her of 
all she prized, was genuine, but of restitution she 
never thought. Nay, the immutable stipulation 
for which she consented to tbe renewed observance 
of our marriage vows was, that our former union 
should remain for ever nndivulged. I had no 
testimony to enforce my claim. After toilsome 
and fruitless search for priest or witness, I com- 
plied — since then I have existed, infatuated, trifled 
with ; her slave, eventually ber victim, still in my 
dowufal exulting, for I consign her to anguish 
and disgrace." 

" Talk you of humility, of penitence," said the 
monk, sorrowfully, " with that tone of taunt and 
triumph ; subdue it Charles, or " 

" Teach it to swell for having redressed the 
injuries of this oppressed, defamed, yet patiently 
enduring woman !" added Sir Charles Egerton ; 
he raised the kneeling Miriam and led her for- 
ward ; " Countess of Blcssiogham, I cannot speak 
the fulness of my satisfaction." 

" False ! false !" shrieked the elder Beatrice, 
" a conspiracy ! slanderers, hypocrites, where are 
your vouchers, your witnesses?" Her tone and 
words changed from wildnees and incohcrency to 
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tbe energetic promptitude of ael f ^poOTCtmion ; all 
gaased on her with amasement* 

<< A duplicate of the raster of your marriage 
with Charles St Elmour was deposited by me 
with the late Lady Momington," said the monk; 
^< the sight of tliat record, lady, and the discovery 
of your duplicity, I have reason to believe acce- 
lerated the death of your early patroness." 

Mrs, Jermyn caught the monk's hand, and 
looked in his face ; her lip quivered ; he viewed 
her with earnest attention. — ^< Well, well do I 
recognize," he continued, ^^ the soft and gentle 
being whose *' 

" My mother, Sir, what of my mother ?*' faltered 
Mrs. Jermyn. 

^' Lady Mornington's confession involved the 
avowal of her lately formed doubts respecting the 
sincerity of her ward, Beatrice Sorenzow The 
name, the singular description of the beaatiful 
individual, made me more than suspect her iden- 
tity with the object so madly idolized, so secretly 
wedded by my earliest friend. An unguarded 
exclamation led to enquiry; there was no evading 
the pathetic earnestness of Lady Mornington's 
adjuration ; my heart curdled at the cry of horror 
which followed my brief narration of the events at 
Gijon ; she had scarcely power to conclude her 
confession. I would have summoned you, of 
whom she spoke with all the ardour of maternal 
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devotion, mingled with bitter self-reproHch at 
liaving blasted your prospects by her obstinate and 
bigoted partiality, but she supplicated for leisure 
to reflect and decide — when I returned to the 
villa — bUc was dead." 

" The legitimacy of Miss Mornington's mar- 
riage with the late Lord Blessingham is fully 
estahlislied," said Sir Charles Egerton. 

" Established I" repeated the elder Beatrice) 
BCoiSngly, " I scorn the contrivers oP.a plot so 
shallow, the cobweb fraud scarce merits confu- 
tation ; summon your herd of suborucd perjurers, 
convene your partial senate, produce your coun- 
terfeited documents; to stratagem 1 oppose un- 
swerving constancy; firmly I stand, in high de- 
fiance. Miriam, your efforts at ascendancy are 
futile ! your confederates false !" She threw hack 
her head, with an air of proud innocence, and 
turned indignantly from the astonished and, in 
part, wavering spectators. 

" Hold, Madum," said the monk, " I would not 
for the sake of your luckless son divulge some 
hidden incidents of your most unparalleled career; 
resign your title quietly; withdraw to the whole- 
Bome correction of monastic seclusion ; I have 
power to compel renunciation ; repress that scep- 
tical smile Madam — nay, still incredulous !" He 
bent towards her and whispered — " even this day, 
in the narrator of an extraordinary confcsBion to 




iBT 4!™? vBde I rBeog:uaBd m wilnca» of your 

iM W g^ki GoTBrfiiM S veeney, after- 
pliuiiiiHj aod Italian bravo, 
whli bk wretched fiohcr in most atro- 
altempt on the life of Toor hosbond, both in 
paT of TOOT eoofidential am an t, Camilla. — Sod- 
dmly coolrooted whh her aecvKr, fisar of ponisb- 
ment, and tefror at s^t of a peraoo considered 
dead, combined to make yoor minion contrite; 
ahe confemcd. — Most I repeat her tale of dreom- 
atantial proK^itr?' 

The peraon he add rewed seemed, by ooond, an- 
nihilated ; her eres, fixed in their aockets, wore 
the starting and staring semblance irhicli speaks 
nnnataral extinction of the functions of life. 

Doctor Elwin took hcv hand, compasaicHiatety, 
<< Mrs. St. Elmour," he began . At the ab- 
horred appellatioo, torpor yanished, the mask was 
torn off, the scene of her monodrame closed ; all 
the fiery passions of her soal flashed in the light- 
ning of her withering glance; the bloe transparent 
veins of her noble forehead swelled black and 
bursting; the large dark brilliant eyes rolled 
wildly ; the parted Hps quivered and laboared to 
enounce her scorn and her wrath ! Darting at the 
meek object of her speechless malignity a glance 
more expressive than words of bitterest maledic- 
tion, she raised her arips, as if evoking the anni- 
hilation of her opponents ; then, with the air and 




gesture of tlie Fabled enchaatrc.is, baffled in her 
daring aim, rushed from tlie cbapel. 

An exulting burst of maniac laughter, wliose 
hollow vibrations sank gradually into stillness, 
seemed to hail and gratulate her dire defeat; 
Jerry's eyes were riveted with dismay on llie 
unadorned pillar near which had appeared, for a 
moment, the haggard figure of Ileen. 

Tade's remaining incognita, as if horror-struck 
by the sudden apparition of the maniac, had fallen 
on her knees, her hands extended in entreaty, her 
head turned with fixed and breathless eAgerness 
towards the column through whieh had vanished 
the triumphant Irishwoman, Tade stooped to 
raise and soothe his kneeling charge. 

" 'Twas her eye," she muttered, " speak ; 
'twas the mother of your mother." 

" Her own self, sure enough," whispered Tade, 
" but there's sin and sorrow enough to strangle, 
and plenty o' mischief to mend ; don't break your 
heart with what can't be cured." 

Mean-time St. Elmour had been enforcing his 
last requests to Doctor Elwin and the younger 
Karwin. 

" Your wishes shall be faithfully executed, 
Charles," said the almost sobbing physician. 

" I will accompany you to prison," said the 
priest, " I will not leave you, St. Elmour." 

As he spoke, the statue-like form of Mary St. 
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Elmour became reanimated ; she slowly bent her 
knee ; the monk hid his face, as fae aolenmly com« 
mitted her to the favor and protection of Heaven. 
The farewell of the wretched brother drew tean 
from the eyes of Mrs. Elwin. ^^ Grod help the 
poor things !" she sighed, internally, ^ though 
George is chonsed after all — an outlaw^s wealth is 
forfeit ; what will the Jeffsrsons say !'* 

St. Elmour motioned to his guard that he was 
ready; Eva's arms were clasped around the cro- 
cifix^ her head was turned away — the father dared 
not look towards his child. — ^' One iirord nuMie^ 
my friend,'' he said, addressing Doctor Elwin, 
** that hateful woman—-" 

<< Mercy ! Charles, mercy I" said the priest, 
<< forgiveness ! hope you for pardon, pray yon 
for it?" 

" Wlio made forgiveness necessary ?** cried St 
Elmour, ^< who blasted the promise of youth? 
— who sent me forth an alien and an outcast? — 
who gives me to disgraceful death ? I would re* 
member that she is my wife, the mother of my 

priceless Eva, but ." He stopped, for a shriek, 

wild and piercing, as if caused by some throe of 
sudden torture, rang through the vaulted roof. The 
listeners shrunk, as the heart-riving note 'was pro- 
longed until the power of utterance seemed ex- 
hausted. 

<^ Ye have done it, ye have done it !" said the 
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}ioo(1ed female, springing forward and claspuig 
tlie RCDseless Eva; "that wat the cry of tlie 
broken lieart ! said I not that to know her mother 
would be death to my innoceut dove? Madman 
wliy tell her 'twas that tigress gave her life ? — my 
child ! my child !" she cried, franticly, casting off 
her cloak, " look at me, look at your nurse my 
darling— 'tis Sinda Miss Eva! 'tis your own 
SInda!— She's dead, quite dead! stand off! no 
one shall touch her, no one ; she's my own ! I 
left her — to save my husband's life I loft her ; why 
did I !* sure she was dearer than my heart's 
blood !" 

The group near the altar knelt around the 
foster-mother and her child; Doctor Elwin's aid 
was prompt, but ineffectual: the cooscience- 
Btriuken j»areiit, fixed in mute despair, stood hum- 
bled. — Young Elwin knelt beside his wife, stu- 
pified at the sudden bereavement, Susan gazed 
bewildered on the frantic mourner, the name of 
Pe^y trembled on her lips, but she could not 
utter it; Even Karwin and his confederates looked 
grave and pitying, while Tade, unconsciously, 
vented his sorrow, in low and broken apostrophe — 
" Stinging sorrow kills, soft sorrow only blisters I 
I said she'd never see another Spring, I told the 
fosterer 'twas all foreshewn; words won't bring 
her back, nor wailing." 
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<< Hudi V* ezelaimed the nHramer, repelKi^ 
the extended hand of the mMmg Beatrice; ^ die 
moves! she breatbes! — yoa will ool £e, my 
child, you will not leave me ; come iMidc^ cone 
back to me my darling." 

The fleeting sool of Eva seemed recalled hj 
the piercing well remembered accentSy she on- 
closed her eyes and gazed vacantly on the changed 
countenance of her foster-mother, divested of its 
artificial colouring. 

<< 'Tis Sinda, darling, your poor lost Sinda T 

The shadowy glimmers of a thousand sweet 
remembrances, a thousand fond farewells, flitted 
over the sweet face of Eva ; the paiofbl, fearfiil 
past seemed all forgotten; her apraised eyes 
spoke the pure spirit's foretaste of anpreme fdi- 
city ; the fair lids drooped, the angel glance was 
veiled, the pale lips moved; she pressed her 
nurse's hand, murmured the name of ELatberen, 
and breathed a last and a regretless sigh. 

" Touch her not !" cried the distracted foster- 
mother; « ye weep, and sob, and shriek, and ye 
have killed her ! my eyes are dry, quite dry, and 
yet my life strings crack ! Speed you to Heaven, 
my sportful, loving swan bird ! Oh ! you were 
too full of heart to live ! too fond, too trustful !— 
many's the scalding tear our guide above has 
spared you ;— God's will be done !" 
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She snatched the lily wreath from off the altar, 
lifted her darling's headland placed^ the garland 
on the glossy ringlets; then broke into sad me- 
lody, mingling the death song of the Suttee^ 
with the wild dii^e of her native land. 
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LETTER XXEX. 



[To Dr. Elwin.] 

dainrillr. 
Alas ! how unstable, mixed and eTanescentjare 
the triumphs and joys of this life ! my tranoeot 
exultation has subsided, my heart is thankful, 
but it no longer throbs with the transport of se- 
curity! I thought I had learned to look with 
calmness on the chances of this ^rorld, to bear 
witli ef|uanimity the decrees of a healing, as of a 
chastening superin tendance, to control with equal 
firmness the repining of a wounded^ and the elation 
of a gladsome spirit ! but I find that prosperity 
betrayed me into veriest weakness, and that arro- 
gantly assuming to myself merit from the mercy 
and pity of Omnipotence, I dared to exhale, not in 
the outpouring of a grateful, but in the rejoiciDg 
of an exulting mind ! — Oh, Doctor Elwin ! how 
jiiHtly was I humbled, how awakened to the error 
of my vain glory, by the upright judgment of my 
W)ii ! On the morrow of that eventful night, as I 



embraced him with the transport of gratified ma- 
ternal ambition, " Dear mother," said be, " con- 
trol not the joy which flows, doubtless, at your vin- 
dication from unjust aspcrRion ; Camilla's con- 
fession baa established your integrity, as it lays 
open the stratagem which justilied your union 
ivitb my father; but my mother, in the eye of 
Heaven, is not now more innocent, more pure 
than before ; is not, cannot be, by this discovery, 
more exalted, even in external circumstance." 

I started; Edward's countenance assumed a 
graver cjwt ; he continued — " My fatlier wedded 
Beatrice Sorenzo with the full assurance that he 
raised her to the rank of Countess of Blessingham; 
he embraced his first born with the entire per- 
suasion, and iixcd intention, that to him his name 
and honors should descend ; tbie is evidenced by 
his last decree. Would you oppose his will? — 
would you degrade, dishonor the child of him you 
loved? — should the oblii^uity of the mother, be 
visited on her unfortunate son? — Surely I but 
forestal your wishes when I declare that during 
my brother's life the title and estates of Blesdng- 
ham shall not be claimed by me !" 

Heaven foi^ve my pride in such a child, my 
honest triumph iu Ids rectitude ! Believe me, Sir, 
at that moment my heart exulted more than when 
I found my fame restored, my truth made ma- 
nifest, nay even my husband's honour cleared; 
B 2 
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but alH8 ! I now suspect the fitness of mtSknog 
aught earthly to cause the polae to beat with 
rapture ! 

Edward resumed — ^^ Momin^too, as yet, is 
unacquainted with the sequel of thai strange and 
awful scene ; Katheren too is ignorant of those 
circumstances which corroborate Mr. Su Elmonr's 
affirmation ; let her remain for ever se. Withdrav 
them quietly to Clairville^ and induce them to 
remain there until the sensations' caused by sucli 
marvellous and affecting incidents have subsided. 
Oppressed by a suspicion of his mother's turpi- 
tude, though, thank Heaven ! unaivare of ber co- 
lossal guilt, Mornington will gladly seek seclusion, 
and in ilie qniot solitudes of Clair'^alle nothing 
will interrupt your assuasive mediation* The 
singular estrangement that subsists between him 
and Katheren, no longer fostered by subtle con- 
trivance, will cea»e, and reconciliation once effect- 
ed. Heaven will smooth the rest. Above all," 
continued Edwjird, " search for, and. c^arefullr 
guard from tlic sight of Katheren and my brother, 
tli'j important certificate said to have been de- 
]K>8ited with Lady Mornington. I am thus prolij[, 
my mother, brcanse your very natural perplexity 
and agitation uwM have prevented your thinking 
of arrangemoiito which in a wakeful night of deep 
reflection I luivo tlioKMi^'lily digested,** 

I will conft-ss, tlKni'jh I forfeit by my candour 
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tlie favour of my best friend, tliat in the first 
traTisport of felicity at finding myself so provi- 
dentially freed from the tyranny, persecution and 
opprobriiini wliich had bowed, even to tlie duet, 
for so many years, myself and my cbiUI, I bad 
overlooked the consequence of this discovery to 
the object of my fondest solicitude. Yes Doctor 
Elnin, my fondest ! fur at this moment, fallen as 
she is, mentally and temporally, by tliat very re- 
verse, that fatal dereliction, she fills my he-art 
almost to the absorption of every other affection. 
My Katheren, my loved one, tlie child of my la- 
mented Philip ! Oil ! how my heart sinks at this 
fulfilment of his augury. 

In vain did Sir Charles Egerton combat, with 
indignant warmth and worldly argument, the re- 
solution of my son. Edward's firmness, forbear^ 
anee and christian principle, were equally un- 
alterable. Never during the life of Mornington 
would he permit the validity of the secret union 
which illegitimatiEed his brother's birth, to be in- 
vestigated. No one but his parent or himself liad 
authority to institute such examination. Thank 
Heaven ! his mother's fame hung not upon this 
enquiry; the stratagem of Beatrice Sorenzo, 
which had beguiled the late Earl into a belief of 
her death, made public by the confession of Ca- 
milla, was a full confutation of the ealumDie." 
which had struck at both his parents' rectitude. 
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That confession should be fully promnlgated^ kit 
for his brother, his already humbled heart-brokdd 
brother ! — Emotion checked his utterance. — ^ Sir 
Charles," he cried, <^ contention is Tain ; I will 
not barter my soul's peace, the haf^ineas of my 
wife, for the tinsel of a title ; think you my Bea- 
trice would rise on the ruin of ber aister^s grett- 
ness ! I have the approral of my mother, of my 
conscience. Oh ! my guardian, let me add that I 
have yours.** Sir Charles was subdued^ not coo- 
vinced ; disappointed and irresolute, be left us. 

I would have sent for you ; but how^ break upon 
your sorrow with my selfish cares ? the memory 
of Eva brought overwhelming sadness ; I tboi^t. 
upon your grief, your son's despair, and ahiank 
from encreasing your distress. To none vnthia 
the castle could I apply in this emei^ncy, for tht 
stunning incidents of that memorable night had 
involved all alike in gloom and constematioD ; 
even the domestics, sharing in the general wo^ 
would have considered their assisting in arrange- 
ments which imperative necessity dictated, a pm- 
fanation of such deep distress. Yet to remove 
Katheren and her husband before degrading dia- 
coveries should transpire, was most expedient. 

In the midst of my perplexity Judith presented 
herself; this extraordinary girl understood, at a 
glance, what duller perception could never have 
comprehended. I dared not be explicit, \^%Mi as? 
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sittuous, alert, Hud acute, sbe ettw, Wttli astoiiisli- 
ing quickness, my motive for tlespatcl), and a tew 
huiirs sufficed her fur prepaiatioii. " The Earl 
and Countess," she said, marking emphatically 
their ditttinctiuiis, " arc ehut up in separate cham- 
bere ; but tliat," she continued, sltaking ber Louit 
*' is no Hew thing ; 6o we'll set to work. Ma'am, 
while the coast's clenv, an' smuggle 'em off 'fore 
Ihey coiae to ttieir eeusett." 

With Edward's aid, all was speedily completed] 
the carriages were in readiness, I wrote my adieus 
to the dear inmates of the castle, and then, with 
throbbing heart, was preparing for my interview 
with Katheren and Moniiugtou, when Judith 
broke into my room—" My lord and my lady have 
come together," she cried, "they are at high 
words, and all will come out, if you don't stop 
her — run to my lord's room." 

Terrified, I obeyed. — Good Heaven what a 
scene ! Katheren, wild and dishevelled, pouring 
forth the declaration of SL Elinour, and calling 
oo her husband, with the impetuosity of irre» 
pressible violence, to appeal to his mother for 
iostaot ditjproval of the foul slander. Thunder- 
struck, I fell into a chair, unable to check my 
unhappy child; ISIoiuinglon laid his di-y liot hand 
on mine. — " My mother, Madam, I must see my 
mother!" His voice betrayed the heart's flutter 
<^I shuddered — the death spot on his cheek grew 
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deeper — I would hare temporised, ertenuatedp 
evaded ; he flew to the bell — Jeremiah aptoeami; 
I held up my finger, but Momington tarned 

sternly towards him — ^ I wish to aee the ^ 

he stopped, trembled, coTered his teiee—mi 
added, << my mother." 

Oh ! how my heart 8ank at the reply; ^ Mn» 
St. Elnumr quitted the castle at daybreak.^ 

A frightful vacuity usurped the place of that 
noble intelligence which distingnisbed the coan- 
tenance of this unfortunate young man : be looked 
towards his wife, who stood motionless as a 
marble statue; a chill numbing sensation took 
from me all power of action. A aingolar sound 
in the passage encreased my perplexity; Jeremiah 
flung open the door, still wider, and Eva's nurse 
was perceived, advancing along the gallery, hum- 
ming in sad cadence her melancholy dirge. Sud- 
denly she ceased, drew towards the chamber, and 

silently surveyed the heartHstricken group. « AH 

is ready," said she, at length, << come — come," she 
repeated, more earnestly, " do you fear to look 
upon her ?" — she smiled contemptuoosly ; << come, 
come, learn courage of me." She approached, 
took the hands of Mornington and Katheren and 
led them, unresisting, from the room. Mecha- 
nically I followed, with no more consciousness 
than sufficed me to pursue the track of our sin- 
gular guide. 
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We entered the apartment in which the lifeless 
(Jescondants of Dunane rejiose in state before they 
are deposited in their narrow cells; daylight was 
excluded, large tapers of black wax diffused a 
light in sullen accordance with the sahlo hangings 
and gloomy emblems which surrounded us. Be- 
ueatli the pompous funereal canopy, covered by a 
splendid pall, lay Eva; her i«erapli face still wore 
its angel smile, she seemed to slumber; Beatrice 
and Edward knelt at her feet; he looked at me, 
reproachfully ; explanation was impossible. — 
"Eva!" ejaculated Katheren, bending over the 
body, with a countenance of terrified amazement, 
" my Eva dead !" 

There was something so piteous in the tone — 
in the look — they went to the heart ! 

" Thank Heaven !" I murmured, " my child is 
not callous — not irreclaimable !" 

Mornington's wild burst of sorrow saved his 
reason ; the friglitful inanity of aspect vanished. 

" Aye," cried the foster-mother, her calm tone 
and collected air at appalling variance witli the 
wildness of her words; *' weep, howl,' shriek; 
strew her remains with your scattered hair; she 
loved yon ; — she was your own — your sister — 
daughter of her whose grave shall be dug in dark- 
ness, no eye to moisten it !" 

MoiTiington staggered ; all the fatal truth 
«eemed that moment to strike through his brain; 
R 5 
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Edward ; " without bucL testimony I will un- 
flinchingly uphold my elder brother's rights." 

" Edward," said Morniugton, " contend not 
M'ith a feeble nian ; my soul is c|uite resolved ; 
think you, Sir, the human laind can bear unmoved 
this wreck of pride, of place, of honor? would 
you impose upon unsettled intellect a weight of 
guilt? give me to the world a cheat, a counterfeit? 
'tis insult! Oh let me be decided before this 
ruin reach my brain; I am nameless, hopeless — 
but 8till too proud to seem the thing I am not." 

Big tears gathered iu the eyes of Katheren; 
they hung upon her droopittg liAn ; I watched her 
with intense anxiety ; there was a heaving of the 
heitrt, which betokened reviving sympathy with 
her noble-minded husband ; I would hail the wreck 
of her ambition, were it to become the means of 
restoring them to each other; Mornington re- 
sumed — " One prayer, Edward, I will &toop to 
make; if possible — if practicable — exGul[)ate my 
mother." 

Contrition and tenderncBs flitted from the face 
of Katheren; the tears were dashed away, the 
parted lips became compressed, and a scornful 
smile was directed at the suppliant ; hope fled ! 

There wits no time for reply — the Irishwoman 
starting from her melancholy watch, advanced 
into the centre of the chamber, and stood before 
Mornington. 
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** And do yoa pray for her ?*' she cried, ** for 
her ! wonderful ! — and call her mother too ! — look 
there," — she pointed to her foster-child — " that 
was the dove-like heart, the patient, forgiving, 
kindly — yet it burst at mention of her mother's 
name — sooner than own that woman's claim, my 
flarling would have blessed the houseless beggar 
that could have shown a right to call her 
daughter !" 

This speech, uttered with all the characteristic 
vehemence and bitterness of the Irish, seemed on- 
noticed by Mornington, ^^ho had relapsed into his 
former state of stupified uncoDsciousness, more 
terrifying than even his subsequent excitement. I 
may not, Doctor El win, dwell on the remaining 
circumstances of this painful scene, if I wooU 
retain fortitude to meet events which, although 
for my consolation I know them to be under the 
control of a heavenly superintendence, never* 
thelcss may demand energy to bear without the 
repining incidental to human frailty. 

You will be satisfied to know that -we are here 
and that wc exist. -Miriam. 
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LETTER XXX. 



[Judith Sweeney, to Thadeus Sullivan.] 

Clairville. 
Good bye, Thadens ! God bless you, Sullivan f 
we'll stick to our true token, our broken tester, 
and think of one another, though we see ourselves 
never again. There's no joy in wedlock, Tade ; 
witness my lady's ; sour luck won't sweeten looks; 
stiffer and statelier now than when she was a 
Countess in earnest; no thought at all for her 
poor husband ! He wastes away, dear gentleman, 
same as a flaring rush-light, sorrow, like a black 
thief, eating up his substance ! Only that I see 
my lady in her lonely chamber, breaking her 
heart all night, when she thinks no one looks at 
her, I'd never think she had a heart at all. Oh ! 
then Thadeus, how I long to fling upon my 
bended knees before her, an' tell her how we love 
her all the better in bad luck ! but I dursn't Tade, 
I dursn't ; that sunny smile is gone that used to 
light up Judy's mind Rud, give her heart to speak; 
my courage is all in my heel now that I know she 
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am*t a real CotiDteaB ; I can't make free with her 
as I did once, she'd think, may be, ber dowofid 
took from mj respect ; bad oompany Tade^ bid 
eompany ! people cjm't come pare oat of a pitch 
pot ! How often have Sinda, I mean Pcggy^ ttH 
that Dow'ger would corrupt a rookery ! and I9 
poor fool, I'd still downfiice am all that 'twas on* 
posnble she could spoil my lady. << Sare 'tis in salt 
water salmons sometimes swim," aays I, ^aa 
yet they're always fresh ;" the sun himself looks 
bigger through a fog; but even I hadn't hardihood 
to hack her, when I saw bar stand so atiff agmnst 
ber sister's sorrow ! Who'd ever gaeaa she eoold 
look black upon Miss Batriss? but then again 
bow she bewailed Miss Eva! Ab Tade I that 
was the winnii^ one, the little merry Fairleen 1 
wouldn't give a bitter look to the very b^gar that 
bothered her, and thought no more of gandy folk, 
God bless bar ! uor of their silly grandear ! — a 
heart above such fly traps, Tade ; stood stoutly on 
her own good nature, and laughed at pompa and 
pedigrees. Gone ! she's gone ! and -where are 
we? toes uppermost, tumbled Arom our bright! 
Little thought I, when I an' Peggy nursed you, 
Comey Sweeney, through many's the long long 
month, that you'd have served us such a trick ! to 
bring my lady low, and make us all out bye 
blows ! snapped you from the jaws of death, and 
bid you from the hangman, and 'tended you, an4 
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then to hoar you witocsB to our hurt ! Well, welt, 
talking of troubles only helps 'um to torment us. 
I'll never tuva against my lady, never ! 

When I saw that 'twas a ship came to tlje cove 
to fetch us, " 'Tis 'inongst the Malakites we're 
going once more," says I, — but not at all ! there's 
no gadding, nor gavotting, nor teetotum twirling 
practiced here — quiet, orderly people ! Sabbath 
keeping ! over grave, mayhap, for the poor page 
ao' I, now that we haven't Miss Eva's merry 
tongue to tell us we're uot walking stilts. 

That blessed methodizing man Mr. Sneider, 
made ua welcome with a Kerry sfjueeze ; and his 
wife, Annette the housekeeper, a staid, sightly 
person, a little stiff ur so, but still well spoken and 
genteel. The country too, is something to my 
taste; them that built it, I guess shrewdly, liad 
Killarttey in their eye. There's woods, au lakes, 
an waterfalls, an rocks, an mountiiins; but 
tliere's no Paddy Bhike nor punch bowl ; they 
couldn't copy every thing, you know, 

'Tis dismal news I fear you'll have to send me 
Tadc I that evil-tongued, misfortunate victim ! 
we saved him twice to see him hanged perhaps, 
God help us ! better for us all be had been swal- 
lowed in the tank, or stabbed in the care. I 
see clearly the whole gathering now Thadeus; 
'twas stealing to his worthless wife he was, tlie 
fool, when I chauced on him at such outlandish 
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lioure. That woman's lies, if tamed to lime, 
would build up Mucruss, high as the Hagfs 
Tooth! 

Love to Peggy, and to Comey too, Tbadeu% 
for, now Vm cool, I must confess he couldn't help 
the mischief that he brought upon us. — ^'Tisn't 
because she is your mother that I incline to 
Peggy, cousin, though that relationship don't 
hinder my affection : — an Jerry, an aunt Chusy ; 
they think I have no nature 'cause I've runned 
away again, but my heart is with them, though 
my head is with the stranger. Poor Blacky, 
Tade, oh tell me of poor Blacky ! Will I ever 
lose the howl the boy gave when he saw his sweet 
mistress was, for certain, dead ! 

Claud an I talk of old times till the tears choke 
us ! What passed in Tuscany looks magic-like. 
The world's not what it was, or maybe I'm a fairy 
spawn, a Sunday child ! tlic very sun seems 
squinched ! My sulky lady cannot be Miss Ka- 
tliercn ! her looks and robes all black alike ! 

Send us something to laugh at ; we're sick of 
erying Tadc. Judith, 
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LETTER XXXI. 



[Doctor Elwio, to Miriam, Countess Dowager of 

Blessingham.] 

Killamey. 

It is past, Madam, the bitterness of death is 
passed by our friends ; but not the bitterness of 
regret by their survivors ! Alas f Lady Blessing- 
ham — for by your rightful title I must address 
you — I would emulate your heroism, and elevate 
myself above the weakness of mortality; but it is 
not given us all to meet affliction with undying 
fortitude ; the associates of our early years cling 
tenaciously to remembrance, even in maturity, 
when through a dark postern, we look with regret 
to the fond companionship, the joyous scenes of 
youth. 

He is dead. Madam, St. Elmour is dead ; the 
tears which blot my paper betray my weakness ! 
Could I reckon on his beatification, as surely as 
on his child's, the grief which unmans me might 
become more supportable ; but even to mercy, ex- 
haustless as incomprehensible, can we look for 
the pardon of the suicide ? 
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The same weapon perpetrated bis fint and hd 
offence ; it was recognized by thai kind benm 
being who feels, even as we do, the misfoitinKi 
lUid disgrace of a fallen honse ! Wben the oficcn 
of jostice entered St. Elmoar^s pvisoii, to eoaiad 
him to the scaffold, they foand him exteodc^ 
bathed in blood, a rusty knife buried to the hift 
in his heart ; what a lesson may be drawn bom 
tlie outbreak and the overthrow of this ficiy 
spirit ! The miserable Woman who supplied Ma 
with the fatal weapon, has not since been heard ot 
I would not obtrude on you, our oomparativdj 
unimportant domestic sorrows, but that I know 
you would consider my silence nnfriendly. Geerp 
feels his loss so acutely, that even his mother warn 
wishes to revive his dormant jMredilecti^m for ikai 
profession, the active pursuit of which may eom- 
teract the effects of this early disappointment 

He is wedded even to the memory of . Alas! 

Madam, I cannot yet enter upon her eul<^y. 

Happiness has fled from our little circle, mj 
daughters think for ever; but experience bat 
taught me tliat, however strained by sorroir, the 
elastic mind will, in the end, recover its tone asd 
tendency. ^^ Hope travels through, nor leaves us 
when we die !" Even Miss St. Elmour is 
forted by visions of a better world ; she has 
tired into more severe seclusion ; Duoane Castle 
will soon be "^ ^e ; tlie convent wbleh is now 
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establishing under her auspices, will be the final 
retreat of this last lineal descendant of that noble 
honse. 

Coold your Edward and his Beatrice become 
selfish or forgetful, their felicity would be perfect, 
but when can they lose the recollection of our 
exalted Mornington ? And Katheren, Lady Bles- 
singham — how all hearts alternate from hope to 
fear, from fear to hope, for Katheren ! 

To you Madam, we look for consolation. 



LETTER XXXIL 



[The Cotmtess Dowager of Blessingham, to 

Doctor EHwin.] 

ClairviUe. 
Consolation Sir ! would I could impart or 
receive it ! You speak of my courage, my sym- 
pathy; I possess neither; timid and panting, I 
start at every sudden foot fall^ while my mind 
seems contracted to the mere observance of im- 
mediate circumstances, and turns from partici- 
pating in all griefs but those which, placed di- 
rectlv within mv present sphere of action, absorb 
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every faculty of my soul. My thoag^htR, my con- 
templations run in one unvarying* course ; sense, 
speculation, consciousnesR, arc engrossed by Ka- 
thcren and her husband. The very ptdse wbich 
tells of life, is retarded or accelerated as hope or 
fear for them prevails. My Katheren ! I could 
behold her dead, and raise my bands in resigna- 
tion, but this extinction of that more than vital 
principle, this perversion of her very nature, this 
torturing silence ! Oh ! Sir, speak not of my 
fortitude, I have none when I look to the eternal 
condemnation of my cliild. Had I passion to 
contend with^ the very acme of violence, the bit- 
terness of complaint, tears, murmurs, petulance, 
I could meet them without that feelings of forlom- 
ness which destroys my firmness as I behold this 
apathy, this moral aberration, this supine, sullen 
indifference. Alas! my pen discovers what my 
heart would fain conceal or disbelieve ! Stubborn 
from imagined injury, or selfishly engrossed by 
her strange reverses, she is deaf to entreaty or 
remonstrance, indifferent even to that reproach 
which once would have roused her lofly spirit to 
retaliate. If I condemn her coldness to her un- 
happy husband, and plead his consequent despair, 
her only reply is a lightning glance of scornful 
disbelief; if I expatiate on the comparative bliss 
of mediocrity, when contrasted with the hopeless 
wretchedness which waits on ignominy, her coun- 
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tcnitncc expresses contempt and impatience. 
Would slie even betiay by resentment or iiivec- 
tire the real state of Iter mind, we might at least 
" scotch the snake" that TiiMls upon her reaBon, 
but her speech is confined to simple mouosyllables, 
Gave when she levels at her uncomplaining hus- 
band some sarcastic and bitter taunt ; spurning all 
palliatives, as if determined to revel in the sin- 
gular satisfaction of believing herself supremely 
miserable. Perhaps she could, of herself, have 
descended from her high estate, and found her 
consolation in the glory of the sacrifice, but her 
involuntary fall appears to have blighted every 
power of her understanding. Alas ! she had been 
BO long the object of homage and applause, that 
without these empty accessories existence seems a 
hateful blank. — Will her heart ever conform to 
the obscurity which it abhors? 

Morniiigton only asks, forbearance — sympathy 
he has long ceased to expect; when urged beyond 
his patient endurance by ber cutting indifference 
or taunting implicatiouf:, be regards her with a 
look which speaks the very extremity of sorrow j 
his heart heaves, as if to shelter in its deep recess 
the mightiuess of his wo. Yet, fearful of betray- 
ing to her cold sneer the intensity of his grief, be 
tries to veil anguish under the aspect of misan- 
thropic sternness. The prayer that I would offer 
up for his recovery dies upon my lip, prevented 
by the heart's hopelessness I Tears gush forth^ 
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acknovfledgmcnt of submission to the will of 
Meaveii is gtiBed by the sob of regreL Bot 
bIhiuM we desire toreUuD liim here? — ThesweUii^ 
sensibility of the beautiful Bpirit shatters tbe 
fragile Rbrinc in which it is lodged, and where— b 
this world — can snch a spirit hope for peace? 
itarkiifBa lias descended on the spleudid inorntng 
of his life; Heaven is gracious still, and shorteni 
his sojourn where no my of joy can ever rescb 
him ; wwn will a mighty hand be stretched forlli, 
to itnHtch him hence to more congenial sphere! 

Thus, Sir, at times, does faith console, but 
of\vn too the weakness of humanity prevails; me- 
mory brings again, and yet again, the noble boy 
whom 1 once gloried in ; I see his bounding step, 
his sparkling eye, bcaining with hope, aud health, 
Mid hAppiness ; I hear his lisping accents murmur 
forth the name of Miriam — the name by which he 
now again addresses me, shrinking from thesoond 
of tliat high title which once distinguished his 
unhappy mother. All this in fancy steals oa and 
nuhiluvs my senses; the gulf of time is passed; t 
■tart and gaxp, and fly to fold the infant to my 
lip«rt, and give him to my husband — but what 
y w n nts itself? — The hollow eye, consuming 
tt nw , kIow uncertain step ; the pour weak liand 
imtwd on the aching side, the wild curls of tbe 
nMdtxl hiiir cir clammy brow. — Oh ! Sir, 

(hi>n — tlu'u I ature, woman's nature 

will \W«\w.\i < \ ■* VcewMve my ha 
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from breaking. I ilo persuade myself that Ka- 
theren sees not this decay, tliat she mistakes this 
deepening hectic for the hue of health, else, 
Doctor Elwin, despair would steal upon my 
efforts, and freeze me to the semblance of her 
apathetic self. I dare not tliink my child, once 
gifted with Heaven's own gentle attributes, my 
generous child, my good ! I will not think her 
changed to the callous, frigid, heartless thing that 
she appears ! — Can evil spirits mar a maker's pur- 
pose and breathe a counter essence to that soul 
infused by him? one trial yet remains, and — if 
she start not at the test 



Read, Sir, the substance and the sequel of my 
cnterprize. You remember the solemn bequest 
and singular injunction of my mother. — "Should 
Philip have a daughter, educated in, or a convert 
to her mother's faith, let CJairvilJe be hers; lead 
her to this oratory, shew her those pictures, and 
relate to her the story of both her grandmothers." 

Since my return hither I have avoided apart- 
ments which, by recalling the most trying scenes 
of my life, might too keeuly prove the firmness I 
labour to acquire. Yet lately I had more than 
once reflected on the expediency of making that 
memorable orat^jry the scene of a final appeal to 
the heart of Katheren. 



^^■P^ 
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To prepare myself, by visiting it preTiously, 
was indispensable, but yielding to childish weak« 
ness, I shrunk from passing through my mother's 
chamber, and postponed the piirpose to which my 
mind would still instinctively turn as to a beacon 
of promise. 

At length I was determined ; towards the even- 
ing of yesterday, striving to silence the beating 
of my heart, breathless and trembling, I ap- 
proached the door, applied the key, half drew the 
bolt, hesitated, again attempted it with firmer 
nerve, and entered the apartment. I glanced 
around. <^ And all," thought I, << remains un- 
changed, save only the regretted occapant !" Yet 
something too seemed wanting or misplaced — ^in 
the tumult of my thoughts I could not then de- 
termine what. — The curtains of the bed, which 
stood within an alcove, were closely drawn ; there 
was nothing remarkable in this circumstance, yet 
I looked fearfully on the fallen drapery, as if an- 
ticipating its removal by unsightly hand ; did vi- 
sion cheat, or did the hangings^ shake ? my gaze 
was fixed, but nothing stirred — I would draw 
back the curtain^ I would be satisfied — my arm 
was half extended, when blushing at my childish 
panic, and my silly purpose, I turned away, and 
hurried to the window, which I eagerly unclosed. 
It opens on a balcony, communicating by a flight 
of marble steps with the garden grounds beneath. 



THE PREDICTION. 385 

beyond these glides the Leman lake. The beau- 
ties of tlie varied scenery could not wiu irom 
me a smile. To chase my idle fears, for ooce I 
courted retrospect ; I thought on long gone times, 
when Philip, loosing from the bank our little 
bark, would place me by iiis side, aud, steering for 
that fronting promontory, would fix bis eyes upon 
this very window, in expectation of the beauteous 
sisters. 

They, when those morning rites in which my 
mother shared were over, would fiing aside the 
casement, and bounding down the steps, like 
wingless seraphs, would skim along the path, 
light as the gossamer that fioata upon the haze, 
and spring into the boat. " Oh! childhood, bliss- 
ful are thy fleeting years," I cried aloud : some- 
thing responded in low, half stifled moan; the 
next instant a sudden gust of wind cast at my 
feet a withered leaf. I threw a shrinking glance 
behind, — the door of the oratory was exactly op- 
liosile the window; ra etho ugh t its panels shook | 
the key was in ray liand, and yet I dared not use it. 
— " Can the mere sighing of the evening breeie 
produce such baby terrors?" I exclaimed ; "is 
this a time for faltering?" I grasped the key 
more firmly, and half way traversed the apart- 
ment, hut fear again arrested mc, or else a stifled 
groan — " 'Tis a foreshewing of impending evil," 
said superstition : with tremulous eagerncsB I 

VOL. III. B 
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tunii-d from tlic oratory, tjuitted the chamber, and 
Itastcnod along tlie corridor to the oppcmle salon, 
tliat ajKirtiiient in wliich I had received the laotA 
whose harrowing dlscloBurc to my mother had 
been followed by such aivful I'isitation. The 
hour, the scene, lite seaMin, remlled each thrilling 
e ire 11 instance. Ah then, I wildly paced the room, 
hx>ked fearfully from the jutting window, and 
fancied I again behchi the dark figure of ibe 
priest glide amid the trees which border the ]»ke. 
My trepidnliun was iinconc[ner»blu ; I rang lot 
Annette, and enquired after my children ; Mur- 
nington had retired to hh chamber, Katberen was 
in the mnsic room. I dared not join her, too 
deeply humhli'd ut my recent weakness to erect 
myself into the censor or adviser of anoUwr. 
Battled by inherent timidity at the very opemif 
of my trial, dcpendeiu-y on self forsook me, and I 
wept in very penitence. All was 4til], save nbtn 
at intervals the disb^it breathings of Kalherea'i 
harp stole on the dreary Bileuce. At leuglh • 
chord of melancholy inspiration swelled loudly, 
then died away, like the close of a sad lamaaL 
" The heart cannot he hardened," I exclaimed. 
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torted medium, mistaking love for pity ; I will no 
more contend with Heaven's impulse ; to-morrow 
I will probe that lofty nature to its very limit 
and to-night, yes, this very night, I will visit the 
oratory, and prepare the records which shall 
awaken my child to the error of her obstinate 
despair at infliction so incommensurate with that 
which tried her noble namesake ; from contrast 
she will learn submission ! 

Without pausing to deliberate further, I hurried 
to my chamber, took the manuscript you once pe- 
rused, and so completely was I absorbed in anti- 
cipating the effect of my next day's venture, that 
I found myself almost unconsciously at the door 
of the deserted apartment. The appearance of 
Judith with lights, whicli slie arranged as usual 
along the corridor, disturbed my meditations ; I 
took a lamp from the pedestal, and, not wishing 
the girl should observe my movements, turned 
from my trial scene, and slowly paced the 
passage. 

^' 'Tis ten o^clock, I guess," said Judith, lin- 
gering, " you wouldn't wish to see my lady 'fore 
you go to bed Ma'am ?" 

Vexed at an interruption which dissolved my 
chain of. reasoning, I once more entered the salon 
and closed the door ; in a few moments the heavy 
footsteps of our wary Sn eider were heard, as he 
went his nightly round of careful survey : I waited 

s 2 
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until entire stillness reign^, and then stole softly 
to my mother's chamber. The calmitess of de-^ 
cision had succeeded perturbation ; I shaded the 
lamp, and stood for some time on ^he barlconjr^ 
gazing at the peaceful scene of lake and mountain^ 
which seemed to sleep securely, as if lulled by the 
soothing influence of the moon's mild radiance. 

The cypress avenues beneath the balcony, here 
and tliere displayed a patch of light, quivering 
and uncertain, as the dew-bespangled leaves, glit- 
tering in the soft effulgence, and wavering in the 
night wind, threw their dancing shadows on the 
pathway. What was it that darkly broke the 
flickerii^ moon-beam on which my eyes were at 
the moment fixed ? surely the slanting ray fell on 
a human figure f " The night breeze swells," 
said I, ** it was only a waving branch !" and yet 
no second interruption verified my surmise: I 
tried to smile away my terror, but imagination 
was fast peopling the distant alleys with chimeras 
dire. 

I turned abruptly from my trembling scrutiny, 
closed the casement, drew across it the curtain 
drapery, and unshaded the lamp, which threw a 
feeble ray into the darkness ; I paused a moment 
to survey the recess, and in that moment became 
conscious that the space once occupied by my 
mother's cabinet was vacant. The circumstance 
of my having removed the papers it had contained^ 
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by her desire, into an iron chest, on the morning 
of her death, flashed upon my mind; had the ca- 
binet been left in the oratory ? Diverted by this 
new excitement from superstitious ponderings, I 
hastily unlocked the door, and after an interval of 
five-and-twenty years again beheld the spot where 
I had last seen, last spoken with my mother. My 
eye took in, at a glance, each well remembered 
object ; the curtained pictures, the altar with its 
tapers, missal and crucifix, the antique high- 
backed chair ; near this latter, as I had left it, lay 
the iron chest; I waved the lamp around, hoping 
to discover the cabinet, but vainly; again my 
glance lighted on the chest; it suggested anew 
idea ; this was the repository of my mother's pri- 
vate papers ; there, or in the cabinet, she must 
have placed the certificate committed to her care 
by the priest. The injunction of ray son to look 
for this important document occurred; more 
pressing duties had hitherto prevented this search, 
but the removal of the cabinet now filled me with 
vague suspicion. I threw my manuscript upon 
the chair, and knelt to examine the chest ; I was 
aware that the key, by a curious piece of me- 
chanism, had been hidden in the lid, and trembled 
as I pressed the spring, lest any other than myself 
should have discovered its secret action; but all 
appeared secure ; the lamp's dim light scarcely 
sufficed me to peruse the faded characters in- 
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scribed on the labels of the various memoraDda; 
I lighted the tapers which stood upon the altar, 
and resumed my task. Nearly an hour had 
elapsed in this scrutiny, and yet no inscripti0n 
had pointed out that the parcel to which it was 
appended contained the evidence I sought for; 
the rolls which I successively drew forth were 
labelled, '' letters from my father, from my son, 
from Lady Katheren Conwaye," &c. ; diere were 
also several loose sheets, which I laid in a com- 
partment of the chest for further examination, 
and, almost wearied, was about to give up tbe 
quest. One more envelope I would decipher, 
and then pursue the purpose which had brought 
me hither ; that one was marked, << letters from 
my darling Miriam;'* overpowered by this em- 
phatic proof of a tenderness which I had once 
dared to doubt, I remained gazing at tbe beloved 
characters, until blinded by my tears. Unwilling 
to part with this sweet memento of a mother'g 
love, I separated the envelope from its contents, 
which I perceived consisted of letters written 
during my sojourn in Paris. The sight of these 
insensibly beguiled me into the sphere of my 
former existence, years were annihilated, the im- 
pressions of my youthful days were renewed, and 
their incidents vividly portrayed by memory. 

A rustling in the outer apartment roused me to 
recollection of my loneliness, and awakened my 
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slumbering fears ; some one was surely entering 
from the balcony ! I flung the papers into the 
chest, without waiting to close the lid seized 
the lamp, and darted through the bedchamber 
into the corridor, casting fearful looks behind, 
and starting from my own gigantic shadow, which 
seemed to follow fast, in grim pursuit. At the 
door of the salon I stopped to listen — all was still 
— I replaced the lamp upon the pedestal, cau- 
tiously retraced my steps, and peered within the 
chamber. The light from the oratory was sufl5- 
ciently strong for my survey ; part of the window 
drapery had fallen ; this was adequate cause for 
the noise which had occasioned my alarm. With 
reviving confidence I entered, and after the lapse 
of a few minutes again knelt beside the chest. 
A sealed packet, not before observed, met my eye ; 
there was no superscription. " This then," said I 
aloud, *' is certainly the certificate." I broke the 
seal — some flitting object for a moment intercepted 
the liglit ; I raised my eyes. — Gracious Heaven ! 
who had unveiled that horrid picture ? the haggard 
figure moved — approached me. — The papers fell 
from my chill and stiffening fingers, the figure 
stooped, a spectral hand was creepingly advanced 
to seize the roll, my glazing eye caught a tri- 
umphant beam — restored at once to consciousness, 
I grasped the packet, and gazed, still kneeling, at 
my awful visitant ; the veil which shrouded her 
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had fallen — ^it was Beatrice Sorenzo ! Just Pro- 
vidence what a transformation ! more striking 
even than her mother^s — and in much shorter 
space. — ^The wrinkled brow, the loose and whiten- 
ing hair — the skin, parched by internal fires ! — ^bad 
we not been children together, together actors in 
many a scene of strange perplexity, had not the 
ffli^rular character of that wan and withered coun- 
tenance been indelibly impressed upon my me- 
mory, I could not have known her ] — the brilliant 
eyes were strained to horrid glare — the cheeks 
and lips wore the same death-like hue, not a shade 
of distinction — it was frightful, it was appalling ! 
She stood my wondering gaze immovable — I slowly 
Toae, placed the packet in the chest, and would 
have closed the lid ; she caught my hand — '< That 

paper, Miriam, that paper, the record of my 

as you vslue life, give up that paper." 

** Resign a record to destruction," I exclaimed, 
^^ which roisters a vow made at the altar of God ! 
— never !" 

^^ Sanctified dissembler !" she cried, in a sub- 
dued tone, ^' it is then to vindicate insulted Hea- 
ven that you come furtively at midnight to fore- 
stal me, to seize the instrument which gives my 
son to infamy, which establishes your spurious 
claim, and crushes us while it ennobles you ! — 
Sanctified dissembler! — 'tis justice spurs you 
thus ! — *tis not ambition !" 
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I breathed more freely ; there was something 
of consistency and connection in this speech, 
which tranquillized the suspicion raised by her 
disordered dress, dishevelled hair, and the rolling 
of her blood-shot eyes. " By your own deed, not 
mine, are you degraded, Beatrice,'^ I replied ; 
*' even the discovery of your deceit sprung from 
your persistency in imposture." 

^' Keen, keen as ever are your insults, Miriaib ; 
bitter and unsparing ! Oh ! many a scorching 
impress of your withering sarcasm burns unceas*- 
ing here;"— she pressed her forehead — ^^ to my 
mind's loathing view for ever springs that form of 
sanctified pretence, goading me to rage and crime ! — 
but I come not here to cavil ; give me that paper; 
|eave me my child — the only one I ever loved — 
the only one that now loves me — go ! you are a 
mother, seek your own offspring, leave me my 
child." She knelt and clasped my knees. 

" Oh ! he is m^ child ! bought by years of suf* 
fering," I exclaimed, bursting into tears — " he is 
my child, by the love I bear him-i— mine, since 
you renounced the duty of a mother — they are all 
my children -^ Beatrice — Katheren — Edward—^ 
Mornington-^all dear — rthe most wretched still the 
dearest !" 

" Prove it," she cried, rising abruptly ; " stUl^ 
ness, and night, and loneliness are around us; 
destroy that paper — ha ! the test is too severe— 

s 5 
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you talk of sacrifice, yet treasure tbe dart which 
will transfix — thus were you always fraudful, 
speakiDg of peace, yet feeding the torch of discord 
— why are you here ? leave us ! I am not dead, 
your aid is here gratuitous, unwished for; leave 
us — I am sufficient for ray own." 

" Beatrice," said I, ** you speak of artifice — you 
who have delved the gulph which parts for ever 
brothers the most attached, sisters once so fondly 
united! 'Tis not in Katheren's nature, 'lis not 
perhaps in human nature, calmly to support the 
sight of those who have supplanted us. My 
children are severed from each other — such is the 
result of your imposture — / leave the fortunate 
for the unfortunate, such is my transgression." 

" Enough," she exclaimed, " you would hide 
your stubborn selfishness under the mask of stern 
integrity; you trample on the feelings of a mother, 
while you arrogate her tenderness and watchful- 
ness ; you press the fevered cheek, and smooth 
the pillow, and shed the ready tear, and minister 
the draught which only lengthens suffering. Mor- 
iiington — my poor dishonoured Mornington ! — ^you 
weep Miriam — I resign him ! I withdraw from 
the world ! he is yours, give me the paper ! — no 
longer bowed by ignominy, he will live — live to 
bless you — give me the paper !" 

I wavered for one moment, the next I firmly 
answered — " Never !" 
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"Then, thus," she cried; "thus I avert my 
child's disgrace !" She snatched a taper from the 
altar, and hurled it within the chest ; the flame 
rolled slowly over the damp surface of the papers; 
had life depended upon a movement I could not 
have made it — aghast I fixed my eyes upon the 
douhtful vapour — she dashed her veil upon the 
flickering light — the cobweb texture quickly 
kindled — the blaze rose brightly, while Beatrice, 
like some fell sorceress concreting the juices of 
her deadly drugs, stood watching the swift pro- 
gress of her glaring outrage. Nothing remaine4 
of all my loved memorials, save tlie faintly 
sparkling embers! Still I was palsied, even 
from amazement, motionless — ^when this wonderful 
woman, turning to me with a look of savage 
irony, exclaimed — " No\v Miriam, fly to narrate 
the incredible tale of to-night's adventure; you 
bum the papers to conceal the want of that you fain 
would have produced, and give to me the credit of 
the act ; but how substantiate your marvellous ro* 
mance ! behold I go, and leave no trace behind !" 

Quick as the flash of her triumphant hate, she 
passed me ; an indescribably horrid apprehension 
of still further mischief, of something to be perpe- 
trated yet more daring and decisive, impelled me to 
pursue her, but she had already descended the steps, 
and was lost to observation — I looked from the 
balcony with shuddering eagerness, doubting her 
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indentity, and seeking yet dreading to behold that 
phantom form so portentous of evil, which seemed to 
my disordered sense multiplied for purposes awful 
and mysterious. A plash of oars fixed my attention, 
a boat emerging from an inlet overshadowed by 
hanging trees, glanced over the moon-beams which 
played on the rippled surface of the lake — it was 
quickly lost in the distance — she was gone. 

No longer agitated by fear of lurking evil, I 
could revolve the strange event, and see through 
the maze of her successful stratagem — had she 
calculated on the timidity of my character in 
making this bold attempt ? the slightest cry would 
have surrounded me with a host of friends — or 
had she indeed rightly inferred that not even in 
such extremity would I endanger the life of Mor- 
nington, by drawing him to witness this con» 
summation of his mother's guilt? denounce her ! — 
destroy her son ! — well might she count on secrecy J 

To pursue the purpose which brought me to 
these chambers was now impossible ; I could not 
look upon the spot where she had stood and 
braved me, without dwelling on her frenzied 
looks, her wild gestures, her mingled threats and 
supplications, poured forth with such impetuous 
incoherence — again I shuddered, and doubted the 
identity of this weird semblance with the beau- 
tiful companion of my early years; from her pa- 
vilion of darkness she had crept to the haunts of 
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her childliooti, like tlie leproua outcast moving 
secretly and eheddiog pestilence in her path. — 
Merciful was tlie decree ^vliicK willKlrew my 
mother from witnessing this terrible avater, this 
complete, most awful transformation ! I could no 
longer contend with the tide of overwhelming re- 
collections produced hy the objects around me, 
and hurried to my own apnrtmeDt; there I strove 
to shut out the visionary form which still mennced 
me; I struggled against picturing the result of 
her unprincipled exploit, — Were we to he plunged 
into all the horrors of contention? was she des- 
tined to triumph in the success of her nefarious 
design ? was I to cnduri>, or to resist ? I knelt, I 
wept, I prayed; it was the heart- sickening agony 
of nncertainty. — Oh ! for a ray from Heaven ! 
vainly I supplicated ! dark prescicTicc of impend- 
ing evil fell upon my sou] ! — -Beatrice would re- 
turn, would dare me again to the proof, would 
rob me of my children ! — crowned with quick 
invention, crafty, resolute, what was my simple 
speech against her world of eloquence ? — My 
agony was insupportable ! I would fly to Kathercn, 
reveal all — her apathy would mell at my despair ! 
Already was I half way to her chamber ; a moan- 
ingsomid seemed floating around me — Ij>au8ed aud 
listened— it ceased, or had never heen — there was 
a moment for consideration ; beset bv the horrors 
of doubt and despondency, was I competent to 
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plead my caiute, to put my last chance to the 
iiMijc ? I returned to my chamber, threw nsTielf 
on the bod, and, exhausted by conflict, slept 



The same to the same. 
[in continuation.] 

When you read the hicloseii journal yon will 
come to me ; I need not request it ; Charles 
r^gerton too will forget his displeasure, and ae- 
cotn|mny you. 

Annette awoke me; she had been three times 
to my room, but seeing me dresscti, fc^ared I had 
s[)ent a wakeful night, and forbore to dintorb me. 
At hist however her young master looked so much 
worse, and ) doctor Surger, who had been sent 
for, so very downcast. — I did not wait for her 
concluHiou ; before nhe could prevent me I was in 
Mornington's chamber ; it M^as empty, and with 
the speed of terror I descended to his fsivourite 
apartment, the music rcMim. Kathereu's harp 
stood beside the couch on which he reclined, and 
partly concealed him ; he smiled an I approached, 
and passed his wa^^ted fingers through the strings. 
'^ I cannot make it speak, to-day, Miriam," he 
said, half rising, while the weak hand, exhausted 
by the effort, fell listlessly. 

Speechless with ap]>reheusiou, I examined his 
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countenance — there was a fearful cLange ! — Surger 
sat beside him ; to my eager look of enquiry, he 
only answered by a mournful sigh. I felt a rising 
in my throat — Mornington took my hand. — " A 
sleepless night," he said, again forcing a smile, 
" will account for my haggard looks ; the weak 
are nervous and fanciful — unusual sounds, me- 
thought, disturbed the quiet of our little domicile. 
My sallow visage frightened poor Annette, she 
frightened our good Surger, and Surger frightens 
you — we will dismiss him to his round of patient 
expectants," added he gaily, " and you. Ma' Mi- 
riam, shall resume your ancient post of nurse, and 
soothe me with some wondrous legend, fit for a 
puling, petted baby." 

Bowing profoundly to conceal his grief, our 
friend departed. 

I was silent ; words would have betrayed my 
bursting heart. " And do you grieve, my friend ?" 
said Mornington, with an expressive look, " do 
you grieve because your charge will soon be well /" 
I turned away my head; tears now fell fast — 
" quite well," he continued, in a different tone, 
" come, we will have breakfast." 

Our scanty meal was soon despatched ; Ka- 
theren's absence did not surprise me ; she seldom 
shared in our forenoon's repast ; still I anxiously 
observed each opening of the door ! hoping that 
Annette's intelligence might lead this changeling 
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plead my cause, to put my last chance to the 
issue? I returned to my chamber, threw myself 
on the bed, and, exhausted by conflict, slept. 



The same to the same. 

[in continuation.] 

10 

When you read the inclosetl journal you will 
come to me ; I need not request il ; Charles 
Egertoii too will forget his displeasure, and ac- 
comjiany you. 

Annette awoke me; site had been three times 
to my room, but seeing me drcssctl, feared I had 
spent a wakeful night, and forbore to disturb me. 
At last however her young master looked so much 
worse, anil Doctor Surger, who had been sent 
for, so very downcast. — I did not wait for her 
conclusion ; before she could prevent me I was in 
Moriiington's cliamber ; it M^as empty, and with 
the speed of terror I descended to his favourite 
apartment, the music v(M>m. Kathcren's harp 
stood beside the couch on wliich he recline<l, and 
partly concealed him ; he smiled as I ajiproached, 
and passed his wasted fingers through the strings. 
" I cannot make it speak, to-day, Miriam," he 
said, half rising, while the weak hand, exhausted 
by the effort, fell listlessly. 

Speechless with apprehension, I examined his 
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*' What unwearied artifice has been practised on 
you both — but Katheren's truth is spotless !" — he 
looked incredulous ; ^^ I will bring her hither," I 
exclaimed, hastening to the door. " Oh, no !" he 
cried, ^^ forbear, in mercy ; she would deride and 
torture me — she would revile her who, fallen as 
she is, I must remember gave me life and loved 
me." He drew the harp before the couch, as if 
to prevent my observation, and buried his head in 
the cushion. 

At that instant a voice in the corridor ex- 
claimed, in a tone of strong excitement, " Where 
is the Countess of Blessingham ?" I flew to pre- 
vent intrusion, but too late — Katheren flung her- 
self into my arms. The singular address, the air, 
the action, so different from her recent chilling 
indifference, filled me with perplexity and asto* 
nishment. ^^ There," she exclaimed, pointing to 
a manuscript which had fallen at my feet, ^^ there ; 
I found it in the oratory — I have read it all — no 
sentence of that tale shall ever be forgotten. — And 
I dared to doubt you, ray sainted monitress — to 
doubt ! — ^Yes to condemn — to sicken at your touch 
^—suspect your truth — even when she stood re- 
vealed — she ! — the dark machinist of a hideous 
story !" 

" Katheren," I gasped, " Katheren, cease ! 
spare yourself eternal misery ! — cease ! — Mor- 
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to her husband. Mornington's eyes were often 
turned in the same direction ; yet I fancied that 
his stolen glances were more expressive of fear 
than hope — I watched him earnestly — the paleness 
of the sunken cheek changed gradually into daz- 
zling lustre — the morning sun streamed throug(i 
unshaded windows, a beam fell upon his forehead, 
he closed his eyes, as if impatient of the light ; I 
arose softly, and darkened the apartment. '^ Thanks 
my kind nurse," said he, ^^ thanks ! I may now 
sleep— that splendour mocked me — ^ this palpable 

obscure' suits best my fallen " He stopped 

abruptly — I took his hand ; the pulse beat rapidly 
beneath my touch^-I half pronounced the name 
of Katheren — he started, and looked around. — 
" She will come at your request," said I — he shook 
his head — " Mornington ! you no longer love my 
child." — " I never loved but one," he said, ** that 
one was Katheren ; — would that my heart were 
dead to worldly ties ! would that I could still the 
coward throb which marks each taunt of my dis- 
dainful wife — infatuated — I love her still — the 
heart that she has broken, still beats for her alone ! 
not^ven her scorn, nor yet this proof of levity 
can cure me of ray weakness !" — He presented me 
a folded paper — it was the Duke of Orleans' billet 
whose unaccountable disappearance Katheren had 
mentioned in one of her letters ; I forgot the state 
pf the poor sufferer, and ttxclaimed, indignantly, 
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'^ What unwearied artifice has been practised on 
you both — but Katheren's truth is spotless !" — he 
looked incredulous ; " I will bring her hither," I 
exclaimed, hastening to the door. ^< Oh, no !" he 
cried, " forbear, in mercy ; she would deride and 
torture me — she would revile her who, fallen as 
she is, I must remember gave me life and loved 
me." He drew the harp before the couch, as if 
to prevent my observation, and buried his head in 
the cushion. 

At that instant a voice in the corridor ex- 
claimed, in a tone of strong excitement, " Where 
is the Countess of Blessingham ?" I flew to pre- 
vent intrusion, but too late— Katheren flung her- 
self into my arms. The singular address, the air, 
the action, so different from her recent chilling 
indifference, filled me with perplexity and asto* 
nishment. " There," she exclaimed, pointing to 
a manuscript which had fallen at my feet, " there ; 
I found it in the oratory — I have read it all — no 
sentence of that tale shall ever be forgotten. — And 
I dared to doubt you, my sainted monitress — to 
doubt ! — ^Yes to condemn — to sicken at your touch 
— suspect your truth — even when she stood re- 
vealed — she ! — the dark machinist of a hideous 

story !" 

« Katheren," I gasped, " Katheren, cease ! 
spare yourself eternal misery ! — cease ! — Mor- 
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nington — your husband " I fell breathless 

on a chair, and pointed to the sofa. 

^^ I will not cease," cried iny impetuous child, 
kneeling, '^ I will not rise, until you hear my full 
confession— even when she sank into the object of 
my scorn, her calumny prevailed against you ! — 
my heart was closed — my reason clouded ; duped, 
degraded, slighted, I tui*ned indignant from what 
I deemed the look of fawning sympathy — the 
venom of that most subtle tongue had poisoned 
every source of comfort, had shut me from the 
heart of him ! — I would be miserable — I am mise- 
rable — I am miserable !" — she repeated with pas- 
sionate gi*ief. 

^^ Is this the confession you called on me to 
hear ?" cried I, sternly ; " rise Katheren, nor 
mock your Maker by that posture of humility, 
while you impiously condemn his decrees, and 
vilify hh creature." 

" Vilify !" felie repeater], velieraently, starting 
from her lowly attitude ; " what term of deep 
opprobrium, when dealt to ber, can still be called 
detraction / had [ a ihoiisand tongues they could 
not register lier crimes !" 

Mornington sprang forward. Ob ! bow fearful 
is the passion of the naturally peaceful man. 

Katheren stood proudly resolute, scarcely 
deigning to glance on the wasted form of him 
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for whom she had, but a few years since, forsaken 
all. " Well Sir," she said, with lofty composure, 
while he remained before her choked and strug- 
gling. — '"You hesitate; you choose fit words 
to censure my sincerity; you wait until your 
comments on my frankness might become most 
meet and forcible." 

" Unfeeling ! cruel !" faltered Momington. 

" Nay, nay," she cried ; " tliese epithets are 
hacknied — in the wide store of that contempt, 
that hatred which you treasure for your wife, 
your wit may sure select some novel word of 
rude reproach." 

I thought her mad, and had not power to stop 
her, — she proceeded — " You dispute the justice of 
my imputation — read that !" — slie pointed to the 
manuscript — " or you suspect, mayhap, the truth 
of those who testified to her imposture? — read 
this!" — She drew from her bosom a written 
scroll, and held it extended and unrolled — the 
characters were large and I^ble — it was the 
certificate ! " Oli ! my aunt," she cried, casting 
herself at my feet, " your ELatheren has still suffi- 
cient virtue to rejoice in your elcA'ation." 

A contrariety of emotion oppressed me — I 
stooped towards her — her lips were raised to 
mine — I looked at my j)oor insulted Momington 
— I would not embrace her. 

She arose, and with collected voice, resumed — 
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*< After I had read the manuscript, I discovered 
this scroll beneath the cushion of an antique 
chair in the oratory, which, finding the door of 
the outer apartment open, I was this morning in- 
duced to enter." Without pausing, she instantly, 
and with emphatic precision, read aloud the con- 
tents of the certificate. " Now," she continued, 
** I will decipher for your satisfaction these cha- 
racters traced on the reverse, these pencilled out- 
pourings of a noble heart, whose confidence was 
betrayed so blackly. She turned towards me — 
^^ Countess of Blessingham, for such this record 
proves you, forgive my seeming inattention to 
your feelings, but I am stung into revealing this 
confirmation of that woman's guilt." 

*' Katheren ! Katheren ! she is my mother !" 
gasped Mornington, wiping from his forehead tlie 
clammy drops of agony. 

" She is a monster !" exclaimed Katheren, the 
lofty independence of her aspect heightened even 
to fierceness. 

" Lady Blessingham," said the poor sufferer, 
unconsciously, and with deprecating movement, 
drawing towards her. 

*^ My lord !" retorted Katheren, with bitter 
irony. I looked at her with horror — it was not 
my child — it could not be my high-souled Ka- 
theren ; the features and expression, the very tone 
and language were those of Beatrice Sorenzo— it 
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was Qunti-tcc, as I had Been lier in the outbreak of 
unbridled rancour. She continued — " again st 
conviction you depend on her immaculate ve- 
racity — will you qtiefition the sentence of the 
dying?— will you credit the evidence of Lady 
Mornington?" She flew to the window, flung 
aeido the shade, turned to the reverse of the cer- 
tiflcate, and read — " I must give faith to the as- 
severation of the man of God — hope and uncer- 
tainty fade together — Beatrice is indeed a mon- 
stei" !~ married — married to her cousin — to 
Charles St. Elmour! — dead! — he is not dead! — 
RRtonishing dissembler ! trampling on feeling, de- 
licacy, humanity — transmitting to her offspring 
an inheritance of infamy — and my Miriam — ^my 
wronged — calmnni ated ' ' 

I snatched the paper from her hand, and wildly 
cried — -" Will you destroy us both ?" 

Mornington Iiad staggered back and fallen on 
the sofa; the full light struck upon his altered 
features; 1 knelt and clasped the rigid fingers — 
Kattiercn advanced, and gazed on us like one in 
the torpor of deaf and dumb stupefaction- — a look 
convinced me she was now, for the first time, 
conscious of her husband's danger. '* Air ! give 
me air," he murmured. I threw the casement 
open and flew back to support him — one glance 
at the dimmed eye sufficed me 

I smothered the shriek which rose to my lips, 
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and bent over the body, as if in silent watchful- 
ness, but in reality to stifle my sobs — could I an- 
nihilate the wretched and culpable wife ? — 
" Come," I said ; " he sleeps ;" she was passive, 
I drew her from the room ; but for the softness of 
her tread, and the suspended respiration which 
spoke her fear of disturbing him, I should have 
thought that sense had left her. 

Judith was in the passage ; I pressed my finger 
on my lip, then pointed to the apartment we had 
quitted. She understood my signal, yet I could 
hardly rely upon her fortitude, and tried to arm 
myself against the expected shriek of horror; but 
Judith was firm, all was still as death. I led ELathe-^ 
ren along the corridor to my mother's chamber; we 
entered the oratory. I fell upon my knees, and 
prayed for strength and wisdom in this extremity 
— for the informing spirit that maketh darkness 
light ! Katheren was prostrate before the cru- 
cifix. " Oh ! spare me that most terrible visita- 
tion," she murmured, " spare ! — spare ! — thy de- 
graded creature implored not in the day of her 
downfal as she does now !" 

" Katheren," said I, *^ this is the land of en- 
durance; beyond is that of promise. Elevate 
your mind to attain that most exalted rank which 
is commensurate in duration, with eternity." 

" And am I always to be thus mistaken ?" she 
exclaimed, rising abruptly ; " true, I did feel my 
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fall, I felt it deeply — ^it was stunning, yet Heaven 
is my witness I mourned for Eva more than for 
my rank; but each sting was blunt, each sorrow 
light, compared with that loss which left life de- 
solate. You think me harsh and callous ; again 
you are mistaken — have I not stolen to bis cham- 
ber, contrition mingling with the spring of ten- 
derness, my whole heart welling forth my fond- 
ness, my repentance ! but confession was checked 
by his recoil — his almost loathing apprehension — 
have I not watched, unseen, his restless slumbers, 
stooped, eager even to catch his broken murmurs, 
and started with abhorrence and dismay to hear 
him still in sleep, even in sleep, exclaim — * My 
mother ! Oh my mother !' " 

A tempestuous burst of grief succeeded; she 
seemed possessed by some unquiet spirit. ^^ De- 
luded, erring mortal !" [ exclaimed, *^ within this 
very hour your husband owned bis deep devotion 
to you." 

She looked at me, beseechingly, ** You do not 
deceive me? You would not cheat your Ka- 
theren ? no, I will never doubt again your match- 
less excellence ; he loves me still ! — he loves me 
still ! — I will, I will believe you ! — What repara- 
tion shall I make! subdue my hatred, learn to 
hear her name without a choking shudder !" 

" Katheren, Katheren," I cried, " this is not 
penitence ; 'tis passion — you will have more to 
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learn than forgiveness — your discipline has but 
begun." 

" I will be patient," she resumed, " indeed I 
will — go to him, my aunt, tell him I think not of 
my fallen fortunes. Beatrice shall see her sister 
can rasign — resign !— if privation would ensure 
his love, Fd welcome poverty !" 

I shuddered, and turned from her; this avowed 
intensity of a feeling I had thought extinct, was 
appalling : " Kathcren — Momington is " 

** 111, you would say ;" she rejoined ; " look at 
me, dear aunt; a moment since my heart was 
frozen, and now it glows with light, and life, and 
joy ! — such change will be in him, when you relate 
my penitence, when you tell him that his wayward 
wife was but in seeming callous and perverse, she 
only wore that bitter semblance to hide her jea- 
lous feelings; you blame me still/' she added, 
mournfully, " you will not go to him ?" 

" You are too sanguine, Katheren ! remem- 
ber " 

" After to-day," she cried, leading me towards 
the door, " I will remember every thing — the 
hours of long ago shall be revived by most uner- 
ring imitation; I'll be your child again. Mamma, 
and lisp your lessons, and look again your own, 
own Katheren." 

And at that moment she did indeed look 
like my Katheren ! the persuasive smile, the 
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touchiDg voice, the benm of liappy expecta- 
tion ; it was Katheren in tier loveliest, loudest 
moment. 

" Still lingering !" she resumed, "still doubtful ! 
white m^ heuTt swells with visions of a joyful 
future, thoBpirit of tliat blessed Lady Mornington, 
which hovers near, bids me be firm and trust." 

It was too much ; this confidence, this hope 
where no hope remained, this alludon to my 
eainted mother ! — I rushed from tlie room. 
" Heaven bless you !" she exclaimed. 

What a group awaited me ! — Sneidev and the 
page preparing to bear the body of Mornington to 
his chamber; Annette had fainted; Judith, though 
her hands trembled and her eyes were red with 
weeping, still shewed her self-possession — she 
flew to the apartment which she knew contained 
her mietreftB, and softly turned the key, then 
joined the sad procession, and supported me. 
How the next hour passed I scarcely know. 

Judith broke upon my grief. "My mistress ison 
the watch," she Bald, significantly. I tore myself 
from the body and hastened to prevent Kathcren's 
entrance ; she stood in the passage leading to her 
husband's apartment ; lier searching eyes were 
riveted on mine as I advanced. 

" He will not boo me," she faltered; " I have 
ftlFiinded him in ex pi ably." 

VOL. 111. T 
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How could I speak? this complete uncoo^ 
sciousness of the reality struck me with terror ! 

" Oh ! I deserve his anger," she exclaimed^ 
^^ and I submit — the memory of my cruel lan- 
guage haunts me — my mind shall never more rise 
hostile to human being ; tell him so-— tell him too, 
if prayer can alter high decree, I will — ^in all truth 
I will become importunate for pardon^ even of 
her ! — ^but I must see him — let me go to him — I 
have not erred beyond atonement." 

" Katheren," I said, *' still headstrong ? Do you 
not anticipate the punishment of such wild pa- 
roxysms? Can a mind so tempest-tossed bear up 
against a dreadful trial ?" 

She looked at me stedfastly, trying by an in- 
credulous smile to veil her horror. " No, no, 
no," she cried, embracing me with hysterical 
fervour, as if by fondness to disarm the sternness 
which menaced the fulfilment of some tremendous 
denunciation — " You too must not be angry with 
poor Katlieren — Mornington is not worse — not 
much worse — not very ill — no no !" she implor- 
ed, still fondling me, " you would terrify your 
child into acquiescence — well — I will endure even 
suspense ! — suspense as to his pardon — but not as 

to his . Judith," she cried, abruptly, turning 

to the girl, who had lingered on the staircase, as 
if foreseeing that her aid would be required : 
" Judith, your master is " 
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^' Is fast asleep, God guard him !" said the girl, 
" 'twould be a mortal sin to wake him now at 
any rate." Doubting the effect of her ready but 
equivocal speech, she continued, " my own poor 
eyes are bleared enough for want of rest, never a 
blink of sleep the whole night long, nor yet 
Annette, nor Sneider ; they're quite knocked up 
— thought we heard a spirit talking in the dead 
hour o' niglit. Ma'am — ^your aunt, too, looks as if 
she saw a ghost — there, — " she continued, throw- 
ing open my chamber door, " lie down awhile ; 
we all want rest, I think, much more than food ; 
that fool the page forgot the dinner bell." 

Retreat so promptly offered, was most kind 
relief; I could depend on Judith's care for 
Katheren. 



At midnight I awoke from unquiet sleep, from 
dreams which to my fevered mind were full of 
friglitful import ; thought was involved in strange 
confusion. What weighed upon my heart so 
heavily ? Something awful had occurred, some 
- cherished one was dead — but who? — for whom 
were shed these bitter tears? Why did my soul 
thrill with fears indefinite and sickening? My 

me Katheren stroggliog in tbe 

Soon did the chaos of 

with all its 
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gloomy train, returned; the stillness of uiglif 
aids fancy in torturing the wounded spirit — why 
had I postponed that preparation which might 
save my child ? I arosC) I would go to her ; the 
chamber of death was to be passed — the door wa& 
open, and I entered. My eyes fell first upon the 
sleeping page — the boy had slumbered on his- 
watch, and I would take it till he awoke ; a cur- 
tain of the couch shaded the sleeper from the op^ 
posite lamp, which cast a faint and partial glim- 
mer ; I stole softly round the bed foot to my post^ 
and beheld — Katheren ! She was in a stooping 
attitude; one hand held back the curtain, the 
other seemed just started from her husband's 
brow, and palsied by the icy touch, while her un- 
blinking stare of horror was fixed upon the' 
shrunken features of the dead. Oh ! when will 
time efface the memory of that stony aspect I 
" Katheren, my dear, dear Katheren V^ She was 
deaf; the inflexible look and attitude were terrific I 
—I clasped her hand ; no sign, of life ; she seemed 
struck by the chill and torpor of annihilation — her 
form, like ghastly waxwork, fixed in one blank,, 
unyielding posture. I held my hand between her 
head and that not more livid one she gazed at — ' 
blessed be Heaven ! a breath fell on it, Hope yet 
remained. — Hope ! the word mocks me. Whis- 
pered, yet angry expostulation from Judith to the 
scarcely conscious page, told me there was help 
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at hand ; I uttered a faint cry, winch was echoed 
by the frightened boy; Judith tore aside the op- 
posite curtain, saw lier mistress, and with frantic 
haste flew to us. The girl seemed gifted by the 
exigence of the moment with preternatural strength 
of body and mind; sh« neither shrieked nor 
mourned, but, scarcely needing my assistance, 
bore her mistress from the room. 



Twenty hours have elapsed, Katheren's trance 
continues, but Surger does not yet despair; 
if I survive another day of such suspense, and 
have no change to tell of, I will despatch this 
packet. 



Katheren is restored ! I write at brief intervals, 
for I must watch my child; she seems resigned, 
but there is something awful in her stern com- 
posure, her silent yet profound obedience, her 
stoical endurance, her strange request to occupy 
my mother's gloomy apartments. She never 
complains, never weeps, marks our incessant care 
without acknowledgment, permits our vigilance 
without impatience. Judith is now her shadow, 
hovering around her with unceasing watchfulness. 
Katheren suffers this almost importunate attend- 
ance with unruffled patience, her mind, commun- 
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ing only with itself, seems but to contemplate its 
own dark imaginings, and view with dull indif- 
ference things foreign to its visionary speculations. 
She goes through the detail of every day existence 
with mechanical precision, as if her body were 
impelled by clock work, while her abstracted 
air, her eyes upturned and fixed in unobservant 
vacancy, shew no participation of sense with 
action. 

Yet hers is not the serenity of fortitude; it 
seems rather the deep pondering of a soul im- 
pressed by some fanatic or fanciful illusion, gasp- 
ing to attain some mighty consummation. More 
than ever I bewail her change of faith ; we are 
severed in hours of holy aspiration, we can no 
longer commune on the chastening influence of 
divine infliction ; our sacred associations are de- 
stroyed, our salutary confidences. By this es- 
trangement did Beatrice hope to crown her deep 
contrivance ! 



The oratory is become the haunt of Katheren ; 
Judith informs me she stands for hours, as if en- 
tranced, before the unveiled pictures; may her 
meditations lead her to seek that peace which 
alone can sanctify our purposes ! 
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Judith has tliis moment brought me a casket 
which slie found in Katheren's deserted chamber; 
it contains the jewels, the splendid heir-looms of 
tlie Blessingham family, labelled — " For the Coun- 
tess of Blessingham — for my sister — for my 
dear, dear Beatrice." There is a date affixed, 
three days prior to that fatal scene in the music 
room. 

I perceived the bitterness of spirit marked by 
the first address, and the progressive softening ; 
I pictured to myself her flushed cheek, I almost 
felt the indignant swell of her proud heart, thus 
resigning, at the age of two-and-twenty, its tem- 
poral pomp and greatness. Tears fell upon the 
baubles ; Judith hastily withdrew the casket, and 
exclaimed, with a singular mixture of grief, pride, 
and petulance, ^^ She «ha'n't bestow away all her 
show-drops though, to deck out them as won't 
become 'em half so well ; I put the rest up safe 
into my own box, and there they'll stay please 

God, until— until ." The period and the 

probability that hung upon ^' until," seemed so 
remote and hopeless, that Judith stopped short 
and shook her head at what, even to her sanguine 
mind, appeared a visionary prospect. 

To-morrow the remains of Mornington will be 
deposited in our family cemetery at La Motte. 
Mornington ! my child ! I will struggle with my 
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grief, I will see you sheltered in your last home f 
there, at least, no sting can reach you — my heart 
is crushed, hut it will endure, till Heaven decree 
its term of suffering ! 



A horrid chill pervades me ; all seems sad and 
cheerless. To-day the clod beneath that solemn 
shade will hide another cherished friend, another 
link is given to memory's mourning chain — Re- 
membrance ! might you but relieve the woes that 
you recall ! 

My gloom encreases; I would detach my 
thoughts from dwelling on the desolating past.— 
I would fix them on my Edward and his Bea- 
trice, but, as if unnaturally strained, thought 
springs back again, to revel in the very gall of 
melancholy. I cannot leave Clairville for a day 
without a thrill of fear for Katheren. 



She had glided unperceived into my apartment 
while I wrote, and had seated herself beside me : 
when I lifted my eyes I found, to my astonish- 
ment, hers fixed on me, with all the swimming 
eloquence of mournful tenderness, of speechless, 
agonized regret. I rose precipitately — I sprang 
towards her. — She shuddered — recoiled— I em- 
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braced a statue ! Her countenance had relapsed 
into the dull cold void of passionless placidity. 
Good Heaven ! what all-powerful sentiment can 
have gifted a creature so impassioned, vari- 
able and impetuous, with such astonishing self-- 
command ? 



The signal is given ; the sad procession only 
waits for me; Judith, always observant, had 
appointed Katheren's confessor to meet her at 
this hour in the oratory ; they are now together ; 
the girl has promised most incessant watchful- 
ness; still I have dark misgivings; I dare not 
trust myself to say farewell. 



My child has left me I she has fallen into the 
snares of Beatrice ! she ijs dead ! remorse has led 
her to — — ! 



T 5 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Her floshless cheeks display 
The hollows of the bleafhen'd skeleton ; 
Her eyeballs burn with preternatural fire ; 
Her feltred locks the speckled reptile seeks> 
Leaves on her naked neck his slimy tracks 
And nestles in his living habitation. 

Years rolled away. Anguish had softened 
into sorrow, but that sorrow was deep and irre- 
movable, for the friends of Katheren beheld her 
no more. The terrific apprehension of her having 
vohmtarily rushed to meet tremendous judgment, 
had ceased from the discovery that Judith went 
with her ; she had however shrouded herself and 
her retreat in impenetrable mystery ; indefatigable 
enquiry, unwearied research, minute investigation, 
were unavailing. The life of Beatrice was for 
some time despaired of, and the Countess of Bles-^ 
singham's distraction at the uncertain fate of the 
one sister, was in some measure diverted by 
anxiety for the other. 

At length a glpam of comfort shone upon their 
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darkness ; even amid the gloomy monotony and 
stagnating influence of conventual life, the heart 
of Mary St. Elmour still retained its social sym- 
pathies ; she had wept and mourned for Katheren, 
long and bitterly; suddenly her deep affliction 
subsided into the beauty of holy confidence. Had 
her sorrows been soothed by beatific vision, or 
had she indeed heard of the poor castaway ? Be 
it as it might, her cheering smile gave peace and 
hope, her silence, though strict, was unaccom- 
panied by foreboding gesture. The languid Be- 
atrice revived, the long suffering Miriam felt as- 
surance of returning tranquillity, though the im- 
pression was vague and undefined, while the more 
sanguine Elwins and Morelands caught the certain 
promise of some pleasurable intelligence of their 
idolized friend, from the altered countenance of 
Miss St. Elmour. 

To indulge a morbid sensibility, by visiting the 
spot in which lie had first beheld Eva, George 
Elwin braved the convulsion of anarchy and the 
danger of detection, entered Paris, secretly, in Oc- 
tober 1793, and, to satiate the same moody me- 
lanchcjjy, which craved the strange luxury of gloom 
a<id horror, mixed with th<^ excited populace who 
thronged to witness the execution of Marie An- 
toinette. His sad meditations on her who had 
first led him to the presence of that unfortunate 
queen were suddenly int^i^pted; from an ele- 
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vated platform he beheld the slowly moviDg pro- 
cession which ushered degraded royalty to death ; 
the regal tread, and lofty aspect of the noble 
martyr, as she ascended the scaffold, were all of 
greatness that remained to her ; with steady hand 
she bared her throat, again submitted her arms to 
the disgraceful ligature, and looked unshaken on 
ijie fatal bar ; then bent towards a female who 
knelt beside her — tlie veil of the prostrate figure 
was for an instant raised — the face was lifted up to 
meet the last embrace of humbled majesty : young 
Elwin's pulse beat high, he leaped from the plat- 
form into the midst of the awestruck spectators. 
The fatal plank was inclined, the head severed, 
the numb suspensive multitude burst into hideous 
shout. — Elwin heard nothing, saw nothing save a 
form clinging for support to a pillar of the guillo- 
tine; it was the idol of his idol ! it was Katheren 
Mornington ! the once dazzling Countess of Blcs- 
singham, clad in the humble garb of a Sister of 
Charity. Beaten back by the guard, George 
thrice attempted, in defiance of menace and in-.- 
suit, to reach the scaffold ; a tedious imprisonment 
was the consequence of his temerity, and when, 
by the powerful interference of his friends, he was 
liberated, all traces of Katheren were lost. 

This incident was related to Mary St.^ Elmour, 
yet, through eyes glistening with tears, her up- 
raised look of thankfulness spoke full security ; no 
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doubt remained that she encouraged Katheren in 
her pilg^rimage of penance, and when the keenest 
anxiety was expressed for the poor wanderer, 
Mary still preserved her steady silence, and im- 
perturbable composure. But the other friends of 
Katheren could not quietly acquiesce in upholding 
the expiation dictated by a mistaken though sub- 
lime superstition. Sir Charles Egerton, incited 
by the prayers of the younger Countess, and ter- 
rified by the silently consuming sorrow of the 
elder, commenced a second, toilsome search^ and 
avoiding France, where the overthrow of monastic 
institutions rendered enquiry useless, pursued in 
Italy h;^ indefatigable quest, exploring unsuccess- 
fully the retreats of religion, and the establish- 
ments of charity. He lingered long in Florence, 
more from feeling than from hope. The Bles- 
singham palazzo and villa on the Arno were now 
occupied by strangers, but the grotto, onoe the 
scene of such powerful interest, was open to in-p 
vestigation, and the stoical Egerton, with a sen-^ 
timent very little appertaining to philosophy, 
beheld engraven on a rude pillar of the cave tlie 
names ^ Eva and Katheren." That tlie latter 
had recently visited this scene of fond and fearful 
associations, was evident from the subjoined date, 
as well as from some more shapeless characters 
which registered the cognomen of " Sweeney^'* 
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and the aspiration ^^ Lord, Lord, rest for tlie 
weary foot ! rest for the broken heart !" 

Vexed at prolonged and fruitless toil, Sir 
Charles found himself at Genoa, and in all the 
impatience of disappointnient determined to re- 
linquish his pursuit, and prepare for immediate 
embarkation ; but, with the fluctuation attendant 
on lingering hope, be permitted himself to be de- 
tained by an account, somewhat marvellous, given 
by his host, of a female recently received within 
the Hospital of Incurables, and although the sup- 
position which went to identify this person with 
Katheren Mornington, his reason combatted as 
monstrous and absurd, still, for the complete sa- 
tisfaction of visually proving its fallacy, he would 
visit the asylum. 

Shuddering and sickening, Sir Charles hastily 
traversed the vast hall appropriated to bodily suf- 
fering in its various manifestations of loathsome 
decay, and entered the wards to which the maniac 
and the idiot were consigned. His conductor 
pointed to a door grated with iron, through which 
he beheld a female couched on straw, like a savage 
beast incaged, champing the chain which con- 
nected her iron cincture with the stony flooring 
of the dismal cell, and uttering, at intervals, wolf- 
like bowlings of rage and disappointment. Her 
eagle eyes, red and sparkling, shot gleams of 
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wratliful defiance through the grisly hair w)uch 
fell in thick clusters from her high forehead, as 
she marked the figure of Sir Charles Egerton, re- 
senting his pitying survey with gestures of fren- 
sned impatience, tossing her ghastly head, clang- 
ing her iron curb, and bursting into such horrid 
laughter as might have frozen merriment, then 
breathing forth the fatuous gibberiiigs of idiotic 
passion. — " Thank God,, you arc not Katheren !" 
involuntarily exclaimed Sir Charles. 

^^ Kathcren !" shouted the maniac, rising, and 
drawing her gaunt figure to its utmost height ; 
** she's dead, I mixed the drug mjself. — Who 
dares arraign the Queen of Poland ?" 

*^ Beatrice !*' cried Sir Charles, " it is Bea- 
trice !" With petrified aspect, he stood gazing at 
the wretched woman, who continued her insane 
mockery. Suddenly the soft melody of the human 
voice was heard, in tones low and touching, chant- 
ing the miserere : the mows of the maniac ceased, 
she pointed, threateningly, to a side door of the 
cell, as if menacing Sir Charles Egcrton with the 
approach of some mighty one, who would wreak 
on him stupendous vengeance, then, locking to- 
gether the fingers of her skeleton hand, sho cow-< 
ercd within the nook which held her miserable 
pallet, and watched the opening door with staring, 
frightful eagerness. Yet the figure which now 
entered seemed rather to need than to bestow pro* 
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pressed a crucifix to her lips and withdrew. The 
maniac, roused from transient hebetude by this 
quick desertion, which her cunning told her was 
unwonted, sprang with infuriate violence towards 
the grating, and, unable to satiate her purposed 
vengeance on the unwelcome observer to whom 
she imputed her disappointment, burst into such 
savage yell, that the affrighted keeper hurried his 
companion from the spot; and when, the next day, 
Sir Charles presented himself at the gate of tlie 
Hospital, the governor peremptorily refused to 
admit him, nor could bribes nor prayers procure 
him a second ingress. 

Long after he returned home, the image of the 
meek and holy nun pursued him, angelic in her 
heroic yet feminine intrepidity, beautiful in h^r 
office of consoler, more purely sacred from the 
pious mystery shed round her beneficence. He 
tried to disconnect her in memory from Katheren, 
whom to contemplate in a servitude which re- 
quired at once the magnanimity of endurance and 
supreme self-denial to support, he considered in- 
volved a belief in almost miraculous conversion. 
Still, despite of his treasured disbelief in Ka« 
theren's forbearance and constancy, the figure of 
the wanderer was for ever associated in his re- 
membrance with the Genoese nun, and when 
fancy would picture the features of this soft yet 
fearless being, they were invariably cast in that 
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mould of bewitdiing loveliness, which identified 
her with the lost Katheren. 

At length he imparted the adventure to Lord 
Blessingham, who, subduing a refinement of de- 
licacy which had hitherto prevented him from 
obtruding ou his cousin the person who she might 
consider had usurped her husband's place, in- 
stantly embarked for Genoa, encouraged in this 
enterprise by the sanguine anticip^itions of his 
mother and Beatrice. But Italy had become the 
theatre of warfare ; rapine for awhile desolated its 
provinces, the asylums of want, disease, and piety 
were neglected or abandoned, and, 'mid the con- 
fusion which supervened, enquiry was fruitless, 
though pursued with spirit, even beyond the boun- 
dary of probable success, Genoa had sunk into 
the Ligurian republic, where the Nun and the 
]VJaDi^<^ were never more heard of. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

Here scattcrM oft, the earliest of the year 
By hands unseen, are shoinrers of violets ibund; 

The Red«breast loves to build and warble here, 
Aud little fjotsteps Jiglitly print the ground.-^OsAY. 

Two years after these events, Doctor Elwin was 
sent for to the sick bed of the smuggler, Cornelius 
Sweeney ; his wound, never properly healed, had 
broken out afresh ; it was a case of danger, and 
our benevolent friend, though " the witching 
hour o' night" might steal on his return, pro- 
ceeded to Peggy's cottage, which the munificence 
of Mary St. Elmour had again made habitable. 
Tade met him at the entrance. ^^ He's penitent, 
please God !" said the rustic^ calmly ; " fit to go 
brately through the sinner's journey. My mother 
and the priest are with him; sit down, your 
Honor, for there's no hope at all ; he's glad to go, 
and 'scape the scorn due to an ill spent life; and 
go he will this very night !" 

Doctor Elwin could not express regret; he 
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simply demanded Tade's ground for such un- 
qualified assertion. 

" I saw her shade, Sir, yester evening, sitting 
on poor Shusan's grave, sway in' herself to and fro, 
as our mourners do, and wiping the tears away 
with her long white hair; she looked at me, 
screamed out the death dole, and vanished ; but in 
my sleep she came again, and said, ^ to-morrow 
night Thadeus, to-inorrow night P 'Tis hard 
when one can't grieve for one's own father, Sir !" 

"But your mother, Tade, you can love and 
honor her ?" 

Tade's eyes glistened with satisfaction. " My 
mother !" he ejaculated, " my good, good mother! 
— but my father — he that flattereth spreadeth a 
net ; I never could cotton to him !" Then, cast- 
ing his eyes round the comfortable room, cheered 
by a blazing fire, and lighted by candle of sub- 
stantial mould — " We might be happy yet. Sir, 
but for thoughts of them that's far away." 

Silence succeeded, interrupted only by groans 
from an inner apartment. Doctor Elwin impa- 
tiently awaited the appearance of the priest, wish- 
ing if possible to administer relief, but Tade, su- 
perstitiously clinging to his solution of the dream 
and warning, satisfied that human aid was un- 
availing, continued quietly to indulge his painful 
or pleasurable conceptions. " You think you saw 
Ileen,"at length said Doctor Elwin, whose thoughts, 
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insensibly, had wandered from the dying man ; 
" yet she is surely dead." 

" There's that belongs to us," said Tade, 
musingly, ^^ won't ever die ; I see hers in the 
mist, I hear it in the blast, with mocking laugh 
and wailing cry, flitting round one, and frighting 
the lonely way-farer — poor soul ! you'll never 
rest till some one tells us where your bones lie 
bleaching !" 

An indistinct sounds like the tone of the human 
voice, accompanied by a slight knock at the outer 
door, broke upon his oral musings: the startled 
dreamer retreated to the further side of the room, 
as Doctor Elwin hastily drew back the wooden 
bar ; but in a moment, with a bound, Tade cleared 
the space between them, and flung his arms round 
Judith Sweeney. 

*' Hush ! hush !" said Judith, disengaging her- 
self: " do not disturb the dying ! They told me 
you were here. Sir," she continued, in an under 
tone, *^ and I couldn't rest until I saw you. Doc- 
tor Elwin had not voice for words. ^^ Jude, 
Jude," cried Tade, " have you lost the memory o' 
me ?" Judith silently drew f9rth the " broken 
tester," on which she had notched the sad years of 
her pilgrimage, and laid it on the table ; unfolding 
a silk handkerchief which she had also taken 
from her bosom, she pointed to the letter it con- 
tained> then to Doctor Elwin, crossed her arms^ 
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and stood as if her occupation in this world were 
gone. 

*^ It is for the Countess of Blessingham,'' said 
the Doctor, glancing at the superscription. 

^< Read it," said Judith, such was her command." 

He tore away the seal and read as follows : — 

" Clairville. 

^< We may not meet in this life, my sister, but 
we shall surely meet when the morning of ever- 
lasting existence arises. Heaven has at length 
appointed the termination of my toil; I have 
ceased to weep, even for the dead ; with humble 
confidence I offer up the prayer of penitence, no 
longer resting on my own atonement, for in the 
solitude of my last awful sequestration, Beatrice, 
I learned to distrust all human expiation, to turn 
from a mortal mediator ! 

'^ Darkness had fallen on my soul and sense ; I 
would visit my guilt upon myself — what was 
there in the wide scope of sacrifice and self-denial 
too difficult for my zeal ? I would go from those 
who loved me, I would shew myself ungrateful, 
obstinate, while my heart throbbed, even to agony, 
with remorseful tenderness ; I would tear myself 
from her whose imploring look, had I dared to 
meet it, might have baffled all my purpose; I 
would visit in the garb of wretchedness the scenes 
of my former splendour, and, arrogantly pre- 
sumptuous, snatch chastisement from God, and 
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arenge upon myself the errors of my pride ! Tliis 
was but a small portion of my self-inflicted pu- 
nishment ; the haunts of the abject were ex- 
plored ; I turned not from trials which to tell you 
of would excite terror and astonishment. Pro- 
vidence, still pitying, lent a halo of protecUon to 
the poor enthusiast ! 

^ But dreariness was in my path ; I had de- 
stroyed my husband ; it was to win my way to 
him, and not to Heaven, I laboured; his spirit 
Avas invoked, his image dwelt on ; no pure con- 
trition sanctified my reparation, no herald of for- 
giveness whispered peace ! 

^' I determined to renounce this mode of re- 
tribution; with the concurrence of Mary St. 
Elmour I sought in France monastic seclusion : 
persecution followed ; the desolating blight of in- 
fidelity fell upon the land ; I was driven from my 
convent. 

^' I became the inmate of a dungeon, shared 
with a once mighty queen the cell of the con- 
demned, (a boon obtained by bribes and not by 
prayers); I saw her, uncomplaining, meet the 
malefactor's doom, and quailed at memory of the 
impious murmurs which I had dared to breathe 
for temporal abasement ! 

" By the waters of my Babylon I would sit and 
weep; the cave upon the Arno was next the 
scene of penance. — There was my Eva thought 
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on ! ber harniiless and bland hilarity, her gentle 
bearing ! — mine own familiar friend ! my truthful 
Eva ! hers was no varnished tenderness !-^But 
this is error — I will not repine. 

^^ At last the trial came indeed ! — The tempter I 
the betrayer ! I beheld her ! her regal splendour 
and imperial palace changed to the rags of misery 
and the maniac's cell I I had that day washed 
the beggar's feet and bound the loathsome wound; 
I fainted not nor sickened; but the creeping 
horror of shivering disgust stole through every 
vein, when, led by the shrieks which followed each 
act of unpitying coercion, I saw her cowering 
beneath the lash. — Merciful Father, may her suf- 
ferings mitigate thy wrath I 

" I saw her sister — her ! — The weakness of 
mortality prevailed ; I fled ! Thrice on that 
fearful day I tried to conquer detestation, to drag 
my shrinking spirit to the test — I could not ! 
Night came — a low complaining voice broke upon 
my dreams; words which I had heard him breathe 
when last he tried to soothe the frenzy of my 
rash revilings — * Katheren, Katheren, she is my 
mother !' 

'' I left my humble covert to the tried com- 
panion of my wanderings, and begged to share 
the horrors of that cell. It was not charity that 
led me thither, it was not clemency divine that 
conquered my repugnance — 'twas love for him 1 
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When tlie thrill of aversion or of • terror would 
overpower enthusiasm and send me faint and 
gasping to my hiding place, the same low plaintive 
voice would call me forth again, to watch and 
nurse, caress and feed the maniac ! 

^^ Years of unmitigated slavery taught me en- 
durance ; repining ceased ; my once loathed com- 
panion became my tenderest care, and I wept, in 
very grief I wept, when they conveyed her from 
the cell of her blank captivity to the chamber of 
the grave. 

'^ In tlie last year of what I then considered my 
sharp probation, a greater trial came ; a messenger 
from that mild excellence whom in my benighted 
zeal I had deserted. Sore was the contest ; I re- 
sisted, but, with the self-sufficient an*ogance of 
the blind fanatic, I triumphed in the firmness of 
such resistance.. 

^^ Scenes more awfully impressive still suc- 
ceeded ; I dare not dwell upon the secrets of my 
last sad prison-house; within those gloomy solitudes 
the lessons of my early youth recurred; I saw, 
even by my failure in acquiring that peace I 
prayed for, the errors of dependance, save on an 
vnmortal mediator; faith gave to reason's light 
her steady radiance. I would return to the friends 
of my childhood, and, with the true contrition of 
^n humbled spirit, win pardon for my harsh aban- 
donn\ent« I did return — the home of our fathers 

VOL. ill. U 



434 THE PREDICTION. 

was freed from the usurper !— a throb of exultation 
followed this discovery, but soon it passed away. 
I saw you, Beatrice, I saw my dear aunt Miriam, 
and ye knew not me ! I pressed to my swelling 
heart your iniant Katheren, the most cherished of 
your offspring, because she has the name and 
features of your sister. Why should I break on 
that contentment which dawned at last upon your 
night of sorrow? Haply your grief for my loss 
had been obliterated by my ingratitude. I sup- 
plicated Heaven to shape my course. You were 
at Blessingham ; the high distinction you enjoyed, 
the rank, the splendour, might but give disquiet 
if you thought your Katheren's eye beheld it. I 
left you. From Clairville I would write the story 
of my wandering. 

" But to the- alien's footsteps still adhered one 
humble friend, great in the catalogue of human 
faithfulness — Judith ! thy persevering worth, thy 
untired constancy merit a higher chronicler, and 
they have one. To you Beatrice, I leave the 
bliss of requiting, here below, that patient, noble 
creature. 

** I have visited his grave — his destroyer has 
dared to shed a tear upon his tomb ! Yet some- 
thing tells me I am surely pardoned. — Mor- 
nington ! my husband ! is this confidence pre- 
sumptuous? are my errors cancelled? shall we 
indeed be reunited in that certain sanctuary ? 
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<^ Beatrice, my own Beatrice farewell ! Mourn 
not, dear friends, for Katheren ; her mortal wishes 
are for you alone — farewell! — farewell! — she 
-will fly to meet you, where never shall be heard 
that saddening word — &rewell !" 



^' Our Katheren is at Clairville !" said Doctor 
£l\ian, breathlessly, while the letter dropped from 
his trembling hand. Judith shook her head. 
« At La Motte— here ?" he faltered. The Irish- 
woman remained silent, but her look of ineffable 
woe was quite explanatory. She gave one hand to 
her betrothed, with the other pointed upwards. 
Doctor Elwin covered his face. 

^^ God guide us to her presence !" said Tade, 
solemnly ; " who knows — we may yet serve her 
in Heaven !" 



She was buried beside her husband, at La 
Motte, and the simple name of Katheren, engraven 
on a plain head stone, was her only monumental 
record. 



THE END. 
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